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MORNIVG.—A NOSEGAY. 
By Dr. J. Hodſon, 


— — 2 — 


Tax Morn awakes: Now melancholy Night 
Submiſsive bends before the conqu'ror Light; 

A twinkling train his trembling ſteps purſue, 

And mingle with their tears ambroſial dew :;— 

A ſtaff of BELLADONA marks his way, 

And Pop y wreaths his ſleeping pow'r pourtray. 


Quickly riſing up the eaſt, 

Dawn, the bluſhing babe of Day, 
Mantled in his crimſon veſt, 

Flings the veil of Night away :— 
On his cheek the MAIDEN BLUSH 

Spreads a ſoft enchanting ſmile, 
And in vain the roſy fluſh 

VALLET LIIIIESs would beguile. 


Aurora, bedappled, comes creeping, 

Abaſh'd at her windows ſhe's peeping : 
A large bunch of SUnDEw ſhe holds in her hand, 
And ſcatters its ſweets to enliven the land, 
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Maſter Titan aroſe from his ſaltaline bed, 
And a crown made of Go LDEN HAIR put on his hea, 
On his breaſt a large SUNFLOWER he bore, 
And a girdle of Coxcoms he wore, 
With darkneſs at war, 
He mounted his car, 
And with GoLpcvues the tops of the mountains he 
ſpread. 


U 


T 


It 


Now Morning, in purple array'd, 
Aſcended her roſeate throne, 
At her feet vanquiſh'd Morpheus laid, 
She claim'd all the world as her o.] n: 
On her forehead a chaplet of Sa rrROx ſhe plac'd, 


And a mantle of JEsSAMINE hung round her wail, ) 
| , 
Let night, let morn, let clouds, let ſun, let flows, 
To giddy mortals ſome great Truth convey :— 
Behold man's little life —his morn—his hours = 
Scarce reaching up to noon—he fades away! 
I 


The miſts of Error form a gloom of night, 
Till Truth, firſt dawning, opes her crimſon eye; 

Then, like the roſeate Morn, in ſplendid light, 

She burſts the cloudy veil, and gilds the radiant 6 


Man too 1s born a Flow'r of beauteous dye, 
Simple and fair in Nature's garden plac'd; 

But there, alas! his ſweets neglected lie, 

Tho' with his Maker's ſelf- ſtamp'd image grac'd 
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— — — ————— — 
Too ſoon, too ſoon this heav*n-born plant decays— ' 

$ head: Vice claſps its root, and riſes with the flow'r; 

e, Its youth, its beauty, its meridian blaze, - 


Prove but the ſhort-liv'd bloſsoms of an hour. 


When the laſt awful Morning appears, 
ns he When the ſun in a fiery flood, 
Shall drop with the ſtars from the ſpheres, 
And the moon ſhall roll dreadful in blood: 


When the trumpet to judgement ſhall ſound, 
And Juſtice preſides in the chair ; 
When the righteous come flocking around, 


od, While ſinners ariſe in deſpair; 

raiſt, May I riſe with a BETHLEHEM STAR on my head, 
And a Pas$I1ON-FLOW'R mantle around me be 

rs, ſpread! ; 


INVITATION TO THE FEAT HERED RACE. 


By the Rev. Mr. Graves. 


Acaix the balmy Zephyr blows, 
Freſh verdure decks the grove, 4 
Each bird with vernal rapture glows, 
And tunes his notes to love. 9 


- 
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Ve gentle warblers, hither fly, 


And ſhun the noontide heat; 
My ſhrubs a cooling ſhade ſupply, 
My groves a ſafe retreat. 


Here freely hop from ſpray to ſpray, 
Or weave the moſsy neſt; 


Here rove and ſing the live-long * 


At night here ſweetly reſt. 


Amidſt this cool tranducent rill, 
That trickles down the glade, 
Here bathe your plumes, here drink your fill, 
And revel in the ſhade. 


No ſchool-boy rude, to miſchief prone, 
E'er ſhows his ruddy face, 


Or twangs his bow, or hurls a ſtone, 


In this ſequeſter'd place. 


Hither the vocal Thruſh repairs, 
Secure the Linnet ſings, 


The Goldfinch dreads no ſlimy ſnares, 


To clog her painted wings. 


Sad Philomel! ah, quit thy haunt, 
Yon diſtant woods among, 

And round my friendly grotto chant | 
Thy ſweetly plaintive ſong, 
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Let not the harmleſs Redbreaſt fear, 
Domeſtic bird, to come 

And ſeek a ſure aſylum here, 

With one that loves his home. 


My trees for you, ye artleſs tribe, 
Shall ſtore of fruit preſerve; 

Oh, let me thus your friendſhip bribe ! 
Come, feed without reſerve. 


For you theſe cherries I protect, 
To you theſe plumbs belong: 

Sweet is the fruit that you have peck'd, 
But ſweeter far your ſong. 


Let then this league betwixt us made, 
Our mutual intereſts guard, 

Mine be the gift of fruit and ſhade; 
Your ſongs be my reward. 


— — — — 
— — 


— ðĩ / —ęV 
— 


— — 


SONG. 


By Mr. Shaw. 
CE 


Wurxr'ER to gentle EMMA's praiſe 
I tune my ſoft enamour'd lays, 
When on the face ſo dear 1 prize, 

1 fondly gaze with love-ſick eyes, 
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4c Say DAMON,” cries the ſmiling fair, 
With modeſt and ingenuous air, 

4 Tell, of this homely frame, the part 
To which I owe your vanquiſh'd heart.” 


In vain, my EMA, would I tell 
By what thy captive Damon fell. 
The ſwain who partial charms can ſee, 

May burn—but never lov'd like mel 

Won by thy form and fairer mind, 

So much my wiſhes are confin'd, 

With lover's eyes ſo much I ſee, 

Thy very faults are charms to me. 

BUB ———————— — — —————— ̃ —— 


THE FLOWER-GARDEN. 


* Miſs Falconer. 


How fair the proſpect opens to the eye, 
Where Flora's pencil marks the gay-dreſs'd my 

Where Art and Nature, emulative, vie 6 
To ſcatter rival beauties all around. 


What vivid colours fluſh yon blooming roſe, 
Whoſe fragrance floats upon the balmy gale! 
Queen of each flow'r that Summer's hand beſtows, 

From the fair lilly to the primroſe pale. 


[{ 


ä—— — œ——ᷣ—ʒ : 
That lilly blooms, in ſnow- white charms array'd, 
Yon lilac too, how ſweet it ſcents the air! | 
The gay carnation's lively bloom's diſplay'd, 
To imitate the cheek of Jzs8r fair, 


The flow'ry pomp the beauteous larkſpurs ſhare, 
While mix'd with roſes in that ſhelt'ring bower ; 

The fragrant woodbines quiver in the air, | 
Diſtilling fragrance on ſome humbler flower. 


With colours which theſe flow'ry tribes adorn, 
Say, can the artiſt's boaſted ſkill compare? 
No, Nature paints the crimſon bluſh of morn, 

And forms theſe flowers inimitably fair! 


— . CC 


ON PROVIDENCE. 


From the Arabic. 
— een nmr ——— 


Ir mortal hands thy peace deſtroy, 
Or Friendſhip's gift beſtow ; 

Wilt thou to Man aſcribe the joy ? 
To Man impute the woe? 


Tis God !—whoſe thoughts for various ends 
The human lot diſpoſe; | 

Around thee plants aſsiſting friends, 
Or heaps avenging woes.— 
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Not from the bow the death proceeds, 
But from the archer's ſkill, 

Who lends its winged ſhaft its ſpeed, 
And gives it pow'r to kill. 


ON CONTENTMENT. 


Anonymous. 
I 


SraRK of pure celeſtial fire, 

Part of all the world's deſire, 
Paradiſe of earthly bliſs, 

Heav'n o' th' other world and this; 
Tell me where thy court abides ? 
Where thy glorious chariot rides? 


E den knew thee for a day, 
But thou would'ſt no longer ſtay, 
Outed for poor Adam's fin, _ 

By the flaming cherubin; 
Yet thou lov'ſt that happy ſhade, 
Where thy beauteous form was made, 
And thy kindneſs ſtill remains, 
To the woods and flow'ry plains. 


Happy David found thee there, 
Sporting in the open air, 
As he led the flocks along, 
Feeding on his rural ſong; 
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But when courts and honours had 
Snatch'd away the lovely lad, 

Thou that there no room could'ſt find, 
Let him go, and ſtayd'ſt behind. 


His wiſe ſon with care and pain, 
Search'd all Nature's frame in vain 
For a while, moſt anxious, he 
Search'd it round, but found not thee 
Beauty own'd ſhe knew thee not, 
Plenty had thy name forgot: 

Muſic only did aver, | 
Once you came and danc'd with her. 


All the world ſtill hunt about, 
Happy he who finds thee out; 
Some have dream'd thou {till doſt fit 
Circled round with mirth and wit: 
In a cloyſter, or a pew, 
Others always ſeek for you : 
But their ſearch alike is vain, 
Theſe moroſe, and thoſe profane. 


The mother only, with fond care, 
Hugs her child, and finds thee there; 
Kiſses while aſleep it lies, 

And upon it feaſts her eyes, 
*Till the little bantling came 
Juſt to liſp its mammy's name; 
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Then her airy hopes decay, „ 7. 
Like viſionary ſhades away. 


Oh! then, Contentment, 
Since thy throne thou doſt not place 
In a palace, or a face: 
Since thou coyly paſseſt by 
Pleaſures, riches, harmony ; 
Since we cannot find thee out 
With the witty or devout: 
Since I here of thee deſpair, 
PI aim at heav'n, and find thee there, 


CREATION. 
By Addiſon. - 


Tas lofty pillars of the ſky, 

And ſpacious concave rais'd on high, 
Spangled with ſtars, a ſhining frame, 
Their great original proclaim ; 

Th' unwearied ſun, from day to day, - _ 


Pours knowledge on his golden ray, * 
And publiſhes to every land 0 
The work of an Almighty hand. Ea 

4 
Soon as the ev'ning ſhades prevail, Thric 


The moon takes up the wond'rous tale, 
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And nightly to the lining earth 

Repeats the ſtory of her birth: 
Whilſt all the ſtars, that round her burn, 

And all the planets in their turn, 

Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 


What though, in ſolemn ſilence, all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial ball? 
What though nor real voice nor ſound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ? 

In Reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice, 
For ever ſinging, as they ſhine, 
“The hand that made us is divine.“ 


ODE ON THE SEASONS. 


Anonymous. 
— — — 


Warx hoary Winter's reign is o'er, 
Spring comes array'd in robes of green; 
Each varying flow'r on Nature's floor 
Adds beauty to the beauteous ſcene. 
Thrice welcome Spring! with gratitude I view 
Thy ſoft approach, ſweet, blooming, ever new. 


1 
| 
4 
1 
1 
; 
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8 Plenty in thy train K 
The thorn of cheerleſs Want expels; 
Oh! haſten, then, thy genial reign! | 
Hope in thy ſun-beams ever dwells: 
Hail gentle Spring! faireſt of Seaſons, come, 
To glad the care-worn heart, and baniſh Winter' 
gloom. 


From chains of ice when Nature's free, 
Pale Poverty uprears her head, 
Again to toil returns with glee— 
The fear of pining Want is fled : 
Winter withdrawn, Affliction's ſons ſhall bring 
Hygeia's roſes to the ſhrine of Spring. 


Our Youth, like Spring, adorn'd with flow'rs 
Of every pleaſing hue, 
Beguiles us of the fleeting hours, 
The phantom, Hope, in view. 
Youth has few cares: exempt from thought profound 
Imagination paints a fairy ground: 
Through many a year the gay deception holds 
Ere ſage experience the reverſe unfolds. 


Summer comes next: ſtill bright the ſkies, - 
Like active manhood warm: ; 
Though ſome tempeſtuous clouds ariſe, 
We ſhrink not at the ſtorm : 
And whilſt from Pleaſure's tempting cup we drink, 
Laugh at the ſtupid wretch who dares to think; 
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Strew the gay path with roſe - buds of delight, 
Call Pope a fool, vow Cheſterfield was right. 


Autumn with ripen'd life compare, 
A reſtleſs, buſy, buſtling ſcene, 
The brow now mark'd with anxious care, 
And loſt to view the bright ſerene. 
Now awful thoughts ariſe : opinions mend; 
To a ſtrange world unknown ſome wiſhes bend; 
The charms of Pleaſure fade; Vice drops the maſk; 
Time cries, Reform—Polly, Defer the taſk. 


Winter ſucceeds : to palſied Age 
Its ravage we'll compare: 

Yet will the world our thoughts engage | | | 
To gain an eaſy chair. | 

To make it eaſy, keep the heart from guile ; 

At life's ſevereſt ſtorms you then may ſmile; 

All ſeaſons then to charm ſhall never ceaſe; 

In Death no terrors, whilſt the ſoul's at peace. 


Each hour proclaims how ſwift the moments fly; | | 
The moral which it teaches —LEARN TO DIE. 

The friendly truth let thoughtleſs Youth forgive— 

Once LEARN TO DIE—you've learnt THE WAY TO 
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. SONNET TO MELANCHOLY. 


By Mrs. C. Smith. 
— — — 


Warn lateſt Autumn ſpreads her evening veil, 
And the grey miſts from theſe dim waves ariſe, 
I love to liſten to the hollow ſighs 
Thro' the half leafleſs wood that breathes the gale. 
For at ſuch hours the ſhadowy phantom, pale, 
Oft ſeems to glide before the poet's eyes; 
Strange ſounds are heard, and mournful melodies, 
As of night-wanderers, who their woes bewail. 
Here, by his native ſtream, at ſuch an hour, 
Pity's own OTway, I methinks could meet, 
And hear his deep ſighs ſwell the ſadden'd wind, 
Oh Melancholy !1—ſuch thy magic pow'r, 
That to the ſoul thoſe dreams are often ſweet, - 
And ſoothe the penſive viſionary mind. 


SONNET. 


Anonymous. 1 
. * = 


I Saw a cryſtal ſtream glide ſwiftly by, 
And many a bubble on its breaſt it bore, 
Which quickly burſting, vaniſh'd from my eye, 
And ſcarcely was created, ere no more. 


1 
ö 
' 
: 
| 
i 
| 
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| ſaw the weſtern ſky with gold o'erfpread, 
Glowing with purple and with crimſon bright; 


A minute paſs'd—and every tint was fled 
And loſt, and blended with oblivious Night. 


On thee, O wretched man, my thought was turn'd ; 
For thee th' involuntary tear did flow: 

Thy floating happineſs I inly mourn'd; 
For ah! by ſad experience well I know, 

Life's faireſt views are but an airy dream, 

Frail as the tranſient cloud, or bubble on the ſtream. 


DAY:—A PASTORAL. 


By Cunningham. 
3 


MoRNING. 


Ix the barn the tenant cock, 
Cloſe to Partlet perch'd on high, 
Briſkly crows, (the ſhepherd's clock! ) 
| Jocund that the Morning's nigh. 


Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 
Shadows, nurs'd by Night, retire; | 
And the peeping ſun-beam, now, = 
Paints with gold the village ſpire. | 
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Philomel forſakes the thorn, 


Darting through the one-axch'd bridge, 


Kidlings, now, begin to crop 
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Plaintive where ſhe prates at night; | 

And the lark, to meet the morn, 
Soars beyond the ſnepherd's ſight, 


From the low-roof'd cottage ridge, 
See the chatt'ring ſwallow ſpring; 


Quick ſhe dips her dappled wing. 


Now the pine-tree's waving top 
Gently greets the morning gale; 


Daiſies, on the dewy dale. 


From the balmy ſweets, uncloy'd, 
(Reſtleſs till her taſk be done) 

Now the buſy bee's employ'd, 
Sipping dew before the ſun. 


Trickling through the crevic'd rock, 
Where the limpid ſtream diſtills, 

Sweet refreſhment waits the flock, 
When *tis ſun-drove from the hills. / 


Colin's for the promis'd corn 

 _ (Ere the harveſt hopes are ripe) 
Anxious ;—whilſt the huntſman's horn, 
Boldly ſounding, drowns his pipe. 
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Sweet -O ſweet, the warbling throng, 
On the white embloſsomꝰd ſpray! 
Nature's univerſal ſong 
Echoes to the riſing day. 


V, 


NOON. 
— 


FERvVID on the glitt'ring flood, 

Now the noontide radiance glows: 
Drooping o'er its infant bud, 

Not a dew<drop's left the roſe. 


By the brook the ſhepherd dines, 
From the fierce meridian heat 

Shelter'd by the branching pines, 
Pendant o'er his graſsy ſeat. 


Now the flock forſakes the glade, 
Where uncheck'd the ſun-beams fall; 
Sure to find a pleaſing ſhade 
By the ivy'd abbey wall. 


Echo, in her airy round, | | | 
O'er the river, rock and hill, 4 
Cannot catch a ſingle ſound, | + | 
Save the clack of yonder mill, | 


Cattle court the zephyr's bland, 1 
Where the ſtreamlet wanders cool; 

Or with languid ſilence ſtand 
Midway in the marſhy pool, 
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But from mountain, dell, or ſtream, 
Not a flutt'ring zephyr ſprings; 
Fearful leaſt the noon-tide beam 
Scorch it's ſoft, it's ſilken wings. 


Not a leaf has leave to ſtir, 
Nature's lull'd —ſerene—and ſtill! 
Quiet een the ſhepherd's cur, 
Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 


Languid is the landſcape round, 
Till the freſh-deſcending ſhower, 

Grateful to the thirſty ground, 
Raiſes every fainting flower. 


Now the hill—the hedge is green, 
Now the warblers' throats in tune; 

Blithſome is the verdant ſcene, 
Brighten'd by the beams of Noon. 


EveENING. 


O'xR the heath the heifer ſtrays 
Free — (the furrow'd taſk is done!; 
Now the village windows blaze, 
Burniſh'd by the ſetting ſun. 


Now he ſets behind the hill, 
Sinking from a golden ſky : 
Can the pencil's mimic ſkill 
Copy the refulgent dye? 


= 
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Trudging as the ploughmen go, 
(To the ſmoking hamlet bound) 

Giant-like their ſhadows grow, 
Lengthen'd o'er the level ground. 


Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads 
Shelter for the Lordly dome 
To their high-built airy beds, 

See the rooks returning home! 


As the lark, with vary'd tune, 
Carols to the evening loud ; 

Mark the mild reſplendent moon, 
Breaking through a parted cloud! 


Now the hermit owlet peeps, 
From the barn or twiſted brake; 
And the blue miſt lowly creeps, 
Curling on the ſilver lake. 


As the trout in ſpeckled pride, 
Playful from it's boſom ſprings; 

To the banks, a ruffled tide 
Verges in ſucceſsive rings. 


Tripping through the ſilken graſs, 
O'er the path-divided dale, 

Mark the roſe-complexion'd laſs 
With her well-pois'd milking pail! 
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Linnetg with unnumber'd notes, 
And the cuckow- bird with two, 

Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, 

Bid the ſetting ſun adieu. x 


1 c — — 
CONTEMPLATION ON NIGHT. 


By Gay. 
— 


Warn amid the gloom of Night I ſtray, 
Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 
Still Nature's various face informs my ſenſe, 
Of an all-wiſe, all- powerful Providence. 


| 


When the gay ſun firſt breaks the ſhades of Night, 

And ſtrikes the diſtant eaſtern hills with light, 
Colour returns, the plains their livery wear, 
And a bright verdure clothes the ſmiling year; 
The blooming flow'rs with opening beauties glow, 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces ſhow ; 
The barren cliffs with chalky fronts ariſe, 
And a pure azure arches o'er the ſkies. 
But when the gloomy reign of Night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride, all Nature mourns: 
The trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt, 
But weep in dewy tears their beauty loſt; 


— — — << >: = — 
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No diſtant landſcapes draw our curious eyes, or 
Wrapt in Night's robe the whole creation lies: 
Yet (till, even now, while darkneſs clothes the land, 
We view the traces of th' Almighty hand; 
Millions of ſtars in heaven's wide vault appear, 
And with new glories hang the boundleſs ſphere: 
The ſilver moon her weſtern couch forſakes, 
And o'er the ſkies her nightly circle makes; 
Her ſolid globe beats back the ſunny rays, 


And to the world her borrow'd light repays. 


Whether thoſe ſtars that twinkling luſtre ſend 

Are ſuns, and rolling worlds thoſe ſuns attend, 

Man may conjecture, and new ſchemes declare, 

Yet all his ſyſtems but conjectures are; 

But this we know, that heaven's eternal King, 

Who bid this univerſe from nothing ſpring, 

Can at his word bid num'rous worlds appear, 

And riſing worlds th? all-pow'rful word ſhall hear. 
When to the weſtern main the ſun deſcends, 

To other lands a riſing day he lends; 

The ſpreading dawn another ſhepherd ſpies, 

The wakeful flocks from their warm folds ariſe; 

Refreſh'd, the peaſant ſeeks his early toil, 

And bids the plough correct the fallow ſoil. 

While we in Sleep's embraces waſte the night, 

The climes oppos'd enjoy meridian light; 

And when thoſe lands the buſy ſun forſakes, 

With us again the roſy morning wakes: 
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In lazy ſleep the Night rolls ſwift away, 

And neither clime laments his abſent ray. 


When the pure ſoul is from the body flown, 
'No more ſhall Night's alternate reign be known; 
The ſun no more ſhall rolling light beſtow, 
But from th' Almighty ſtreams of glory flow, 
Oh! may ſome nobler thought my ſoul employ, 
Than empty, tranſient, ſublunary joy. 

The ſtars ſhall drop, the ſun ſhall loſe his flame, 
But thou, O God! for ever ſhine the ſame. 


— ͤä ͤ4Jj—„4— 


EVIL COMPANY:—AN ODE. 
By Dr. Fordyce. 


Tur Garden breath'd a fweet perfume 
And all was beauty, all was bloom; 

The orient Sun unclouded ſhone, 

And Flora's gayeſt robes were on; 
Health was conveyed on every breeze; 
The richeſt bloſsoms cloth'd the trees 


Hope ſprung to think, that Autumn's ſtore - 


Would crown whate'er appear'd before; 
When ſudden roſe a killing eaſtern blaſt, 
And lo! the golden proſpect all at once was paſt. 


See you that youth whoſe happier days 
Inſpir'd each gen'rous mind with praiſe; 


Wh 


All 
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Whom careful Culture's prudent hand L 
Had taught his paſsions to command; 
Whoſe manners ſpoke a gentle heart, 
Beyond the reach of modern art? | 
Where'er in thoſe bleſt years he came, 
He ſtill excited Friendſhip's flame: 
Each candid eye beheld him with delight, 
When Folly's noxious air produc'd a fatal blight! 


ODE ON THE SPRING. 


ll 


Anonymous. 


| 
See where the roſy-footed Spring | 
Dances forth in trim array, | 
Blith as an Eaſtern bridal queen 
To wed the lamp of day. 
And ſee! where riſing Nature homage pays, 
And all her breathing incenſe pours along; 
The ſofteſt gales, the ſhrilleſt warbler's lays, 
The ſtream's ſweet murmur, and the poet's ſong, 
All, all are thine! Earth, Air, and Sea, and Sky, 
All wake for thee, fair Spring, their ſweeteſt minſtrelſy. 


I too the gentle influence feel, 
And join the rapt'rous choral ſong, 
And touch the lyre, as ſoft I ſteal. 
Oh! Cam—thy banks along; 


„ 
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| Tho? on thoſe banks no myrtle breathes perfume, 
No roſe unfolds its bluſhing beauties there, 
No tulip there diſplays its gaudy bloom, 
No ſtately lilly decks the bright parterre ; y 
Enclos'd within the garden's bright domain, | 
Theſe all in Eaſtern pride ſtill hold their golden reign, 


Vet Nature o'er the ſimple ſcene | 
Scatters wild beauties bright and gay, 
And up they ſpring, a numerous train, 

As fair, and ſweet as they. 
To me the violet has a balmy ſweet, 
To me the kingcup ſcatters golden hues, 
Ev'n in the primroſe ſimple beauties meet, 
Ev'n the meek daiſy can inſtruct the muſe. 
Mid fields in ſilent wonder ſhe can ſtand, 
And ev'n in field-flow'rs trace a maſter's matchleſs 
hand. 


And ſee! the ſportive ſun-beams play 1 
Dancing on the criſped ſtream; An 
While thouſand inſeCts light and gay, 
Swift o'er the ſurface ſkim. 
Nor does in vain the ſtately cygnet fail, 
Nor roving bees buz on the flow'ry brink, 
Nor fiſhes down the ſilver current ſteal, 
Nor little ſongſters on the margin drink, 
And playful oft their gloſsy pinions ply, 
While with their feather'd mates they vernal gambols 


try, 
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Oh! Spring— I love thy gentle reign ;j— | 
Yet I could leave thee, gentle Spring, 
If ſo his wiſdom might ordain, 
Who reigns, thy ſmiling King. 
Yes, all thy clouds, and ſkies of ſilver hues, 
Thy meads, and vales, ſoft gales, and gloſsy bloom, 
I'd leave them all, ſo friendly to the muſe, 
Should but thy Sov'reign ſay, Behold! I come. 
And ſhatter'd too might ſleep this feeble lyre, 
Might I but hear, and view, and join th' immortal 
choir. | 


What tho? I love thee, Spring-tide fair, 
Yet there's a brighter Spring above; 
Gay laughs the Sun the livelong year, 
And all is light and love. 
There gales immortal ſweetneſs breathe around, 
There ſhine fair ſmiling fruits and golden flow'rs, 
Cheriſh'd luxuriant on the laughing ground, 
With Heav'ns own dews and pure ambroſial ſhow'rs. 
There happy Spirits reſt, their conqueſt won, 
And weave from heav'nly trees a never with'ring 
crown. 


vor. 11. 3 
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THE BEGGAR AND THE DIVINE. 


By Dr. Byrom. 
M—<_*< — OO — 

| In ſome good books one reads of a Divine, 
Whoſe memorable face deſerves a line 
Who to ſerve God the beſt, and ſhorteſt way, 
Pray'd for eight years together, every day, 

© That in the midſt of doctrines and of rules, 
However taught and practis'd by the ſchools, 
He would be pleas'd to bring him to a man 
Prepar'd to.teach him the compendious plan: 


He was himſelf a Doctor, and well read 
In all the points to which Divines were bred: 
Nevertheleſs, he thought, that what concern'd 
The moſt illiterate, as well as learn d. 
To know and practiſe, muſt be ſomething ſtill 
More independent on ſuch kind of ſkill: 
True chriſtian worſhip had, within its root, , 
Some ſimpler ſecret, clear of all d ſpute; 1 
Which, by a living proof that he might know, 
He pray'd ſor ſome practitioner to ſhew. 


One day poſseſs'd with an intenſe concern 
About the leſson which he ſought to learn, 


THE BOUQUET. 
— 
He heard a voice that ſounded in his ears 

Thou haſt been praying for a man eight years: 
« Go to the porch of yonder church and find 

« A man prepar'd according to thy mind.” 


Away he went to the appointed ground: © 
When, at the entrance of the church, he found 

A poor old Beggar with his feet full ſore, ; 
And not worth two-pence all the cloaths he wore. 
Surpriz'd to ſee an object ſo forlorn— 

« My friend” ſaid he © I wiſh thee a good morn” — 
Thank thee” replied the beggar, © but a bad 
don't remember that I ever had”— | 

Sure he miſtakes, the Doctor thought, the phraſe— 
« Good fortune, friend, befall thee all thy days!” 

« Me, ſaid the Beggar, many days befall, 

« But none of them unfortunate at all' 

« God bleſs thee, anſwer plainly, I requeſt” — 

« Why plainly, then, I never was unbleſt“ 

« Never? thou ſpeakeſt in the myſtic ſtrain, 

« Which more at large I wiſh thee to explain.“ 


« With all my heart, Thou firſt didſt condeſcend, 
«To with me kindly a good morning, friend; 
And I replied that I remember'd not 
A bad one ever to have been my lot: 
For, let the morning turn out how it will, 
*1 praiſe my God for ev'ry new one till. 
* It Jam pinch'd with hunger or with cold, 
It does not make me to let go my hold; 


44 Becauſe God ſent it, ſweet or bitter, Joy 
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« Still I praiſe God Hail, rain, or ſnow, I take 
This bleſsed cordial, which has power to make 
The fouleſt morning to my thinking fair: 
For, cold and hunger lead to praiſe and pray: 
«« Men pity me as wretched, or deſpiſe; 

ce. But whilſt I hold this noble exerciſe, 

It cheers my heart to ſuch a due degree, 

% That ev'ry morning is ſtill good to me. 


e Thou dids't moreover wiſh me lucky days, 
And I by reaſon of continual praiſe, 
cc Said that I had none elſe; for come what wou'd 


« On any day, I know it muſt be good. 


« Or grief, by this angelical employ 

Of praiſing him, my heart was at its reſt, 
& And took whatever happen'd for the belt; 
6 So that my own experience might ſay, -/ 
It never knew of an unlucky day. 


Then did'ſt thou pray—God bleſs thee—and Ii To 


J never was unbleſt; for being led Th 
« By the good ſpirit of imparted grace Th; 
To praiſe his name, and ever to embrace Wa 
« His righteous will, regarding that alone | Stil 


With total reſignation of my own, 

« never could, in ſuch a ſtate as this 

« Complain for want of happineſs or bliſs ; 

« Reſoly'd in all things, that the will divine, 

« The ſource of all true bleſsing ſhould be mine.“ 
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e The Doctor, learning from the Beggar's caſe 

duch wondrous inſtance of the pow'r of grace 
Propos'd a queſtion, with intent to try 

The happy Mendicant's direct reply 

« What would'ſt thou ſay, ſaid he ſhould God think fit 
« To caſt thee down to the infernal pit ?” 

« He caſt me down? He ſend me into Hell? 

« Ny—He loves me, and I love him too well: 

« But put the caſe, he ſhould, T have two arms 

« That will defend me from all helliſh harms, 

The one Humility, the other Love; | 

| Theſe I would throw below him and above. | 

One under his Humanity I'd place, 

« His Deity the other ſhould embrace; 

« With both together ſo to hold him faſt, 

« That he ſhould go wherever he would caſt, 

And then whatever thou ſhalt call the ſphere 

« Hell, if thou wilt, 'tis Heaven if he be there.” 


Thus was a great Divine, whom ſome have thought 
To be a juſtly fam'd Taulerus, taught 
The holy art, for which he us'd to pray, 
That to ſerve God the moſt compendious way 
Was to hold faſt, a loving, humble mind, 
Still praiſing him and to his will reſign'd. 
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ARMELLE NICHOLASs ACCOUNT OF HERSE 


From the French. 
— ͤ . 


To the God of my love, in the morning, faid ſhe, 
Like a child to its parent, when waking, I flee; 
With a longing to ſerve him, and pleaſe him, I rife, 
And before him kneel down, as if ſeen by theſe ey; 
I reſign up myſelf to his abſolute will, 

Which I beg that in me he would always fulfill; 
That the pray'rs of the day, by whom-ever preferrl, 
For the good of each ſoul, may be alſo thus heard. 


If, oblig'd to attend on ſome houſehold affair, 
I have ſcarce ſo much time as to ſay the Lord's pray, 
This gives me no trouble; my dutiful part 

Is obedience to him, whom I have at my heart, 
As well at my work, as retiring to pray, 

And his love does not ſuffer in mine a decay ; 

He has taught me himſelf, that a work, which I do 
For his ſake, is a pray'r very real and true, F rike 
I dreſs in his preſence, and learn to confeſs, 
That his provident kindneſs ſupplies me with'dre6; Wl" 
In the midſt of all outward employment I find 
A converſing with him of an intimate kind: 
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pw ſweet 18 the labour! his — —— 

ſupporting one's mind, that it thinks nothing hard; 
le the limbs are at work, in the ſeeking to pleaſe 
) belov'd a companion, the mind is at eaſe. 


his preſence I eat and I drink; and reflect 

w food, of his gift, is the growing effect; 

ow his love to my ſoul is ſo great, and ſo good, 

it as if it were fed with his own fleſh and blood. 
That a virtue this Feeder, his meat and his drink, 
3; to kindle one's heart, I muſt leave you to think; 
alone can expreis it, no language of mine, 

ere my life ſpent in thinking, could ever define. 


ſhen perhaps by hard uſage, or wearineſs preſt, 
myſelf am too apt to be fretful at beſt, 

ve ſhews me, forthwith, how I ought to take heed 
ot to nurſe the leaſt anger, by word or by deed ; 

nd he ſets ſuch a watch at the door of my lips, 

hat of haſty croſs words there is nothing that ſlips; 
ch irregular paſsions, as ſeek to ſurpriſe, 

re cruſh'd and are conquer'd as ſoon as they riſe. 


r if er I give place to an humour ſo bad, 

y mind has no reſt till forgiveneſs be had ; 
confeſs all my faults, as if he had not known, 
nd my peace is renew'd by a goodneſs his own, 
a manner ſo free, as if, after my fin, 

lore ſtrongly confirm'd than before it had been. 
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0 By a mercy ſo tender my heart is reclaintd, 
And the more to love him by its failing inflam'd. 


Sometimes I perceive that he hideth his face, 
And I ſeem like a perſon depriv'd of all grace. 
Then I ſay, — tis no matter, altho' thou conceal 
Thyſelf as thou pleaſeſt, I'll keep to my zeal ; 
Il love thee and ſerve thee, however this rod 
May be ſent to chaſtiſe, for I know thou art God; 
And with more circumſpection I ſtand upon guard, 
Till of ſuch a great bleſsing no longer debarr'd. 


But a ſuffering, ſo deep, having taught me to try 
What I am in my ſelf hood, I learn to rely 

More firmly on him, who was pleas'd to endure 
The ſevereſt extremes, to make way for our cure; 
To conform to his pattern, as love ſhall ſee fit, 
My faith in the Saviour reſolves to ſubmit; 


For no more than myſelf, (if the word may go free) 


Can I live without him, can he help loving me. 


Well aſsur'd of his goodneſs, I paſs the whole day, 
And my work, hard or eaſy, is felt as a play; 


I am thankful in feelings, but, pleaſure or ſmart, - 


It is rather himſelf that I love in my heart. 


When they urge me to mirth, I think, Ol! were it known, 


How I meet the beſt company when I'm alone ! 


So my dear fellow-creatures, what ties me each hour, 


Is the love of my God to the beſt of my pow'r. 


eo 
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| repoſe on his love, like a child at the breaſt; 4 
And a ſweet peaceful ſilence invites me to keep 

Contemplating him, to my dropping aſleep : | 
Many times a good thought, by its gentle delight, R 
Has withheld me from fleep a good part of the night 

ln adoring his love, that continues to ſhare, 

Toa poor wretched creature, ſo ſpecial a care. 


This—after my heart was converted at laſt, 

ls the life I have led for theſe twenty years paſt; ! 
My love has not chang'd, and my innermoſt peace, 

Tho! it ever ſeem'd full, has gone on to increaſe: 

'Tis an infinite love that has fill'd me, and fed, 

My ſtill rifing hunger to eat of its bread. 

0 ſatisfy'd ſtill, as if ſuch an exceſs, | 
Could have WY more added, than what I poſseſs. BM 


— —  —————— 


THE SLAVES :—AN ELEGY. 


Ry Della Cruſca. | 


own, BN Ir late 1 paus'd upon the twilight plain 
Of FoxTENOY, to weep the FREE-BORX BRAvE ! 
, dure Fancy now may croſs the Weſtern Main, 
And melt in ſadder pity for the SLAVE. 
VOL, 11, * 


| 
| 
At the hour of the night, when I go to my reſt, —_ | 


r 


a THE BOUQUET. | 
————————— 
Lo! where to yon PLANTATION drooping goes, 

The 8ABLE HERD of human kind, while near 
Stalks a pale pzsPOT, and around him throws 
The ſcourge that wakes—that puniſhes the tear, 


O'er the far beach the mournful murmurs run, 
And join the rude yell of the tumbling tide, 
As faint they ply their labours in the ſun, 
To feed the luxury of BRITISH PRIDE; 


E'en at this moment, on the burning gale 


Floats the weak wailing of the female tongue ; Ti 

And can that ſex's ſoftneſs nought avail— That 
Muſt naked w OMAN ſhriek amid the throng? 7 

O ceaſe to think, my ſoul! what thouſands die Send 
By ſuicide, and toil's extreme deſpair; A 
Thouſands, who never rais'd to heav'n the eye, The 
Thouſands, who fear'd no puniſhment, but there. A 

Are drops of blood the HORRIBLE MANURE The 
F That fills with luſcious juice, the TEEMING CANE! 1 
And muſt our fellow-creatures thus endure, To 
For traffic vile, th' indignity of pain ? E 
Ves, their keen ſorrows are the ſweets we blend Tis 
With the green bev'rage of our morning meal, 1 

The while to love meek Mercy WE pretend, And 


Or for. fictitious ills affect to feel. 
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es, tis their anguiſh mantles in the bowl, | 
Their ſighs excite the Briton's drunken joy; 
Thſe ign'rant ſuff*rers know not of a sol, 
r. That we enligbin'd may its hopes deſtroy. 
And there are MEN, who leaning on the Laws, 

What they have purchas'd, claim a right to hold 
Curs'd be the tenure, curs'd its cruel cauſe— 
—FREEDOM'S a dearer property than gold / 


And there are men, with ſhameleſs front have ſaid, 
That Nature form'd the NEGROEs for diſgrace ; 
That on their limbs ſubjection is diſplay d 
The doom of lad ry flampt upon their face. 


Send your ſtern gaze from Lapland to the Line, 
And every region's natives fairly ſcan, 

Their forms, their force, their faculties, combine, 
And own the VAST-VARIETY OF MAN | 


Then why ſuppoſe yourſelves the choſen few, 
To deal Oppreſsion's poiſon'd arrows round, 

To gall with iron bonds the weaker crew, 
Enforce the labour, and inflict the wound ? 


El 


'Tis S0RDID INT*REST guides you; bent on gain, 
In profit only can ye reaſon find; 

And pleaſure too—but urge no more in vain, 
The ſelfiſh ſubject to the ſocial mind. 
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Ah! how can he, whoſe daily lot is grief, 

Whoſe mind is villify'd beneath the rod, 
Suppoſe his Mak ER has for him relief? | 

Can he believe the tongue that ſpeaks of Gop? 


For when he ſees the female of his heart, 
And his lov'd daughters torn by luſt away, 
His ſons the poor inheritors of ſmart 
—HAD HE RELIGION, THINK YE HE could! PRAY 


Alas! he ſteals him from the loathſome ſhed 
What time moiſt Midnight blows her venom'd breath 
And muſing how long he has toiPd and bled, 
DRINKS THE DIRE BALSAM OF CONSOLING DEATH 


Haſte, haſte, ye winds, on ſwifteſt pinions fly, 
E're from this world of miſery he go, 

Tell him his wrongs bedew a NAriox's EYE, 

Tell him, BxiTANNIA bluſbes for his woe | 


Say, that in future, NEGROES SHALL BE BLEST, 
. Rank'd &en as men, and men's juſt rights enjoy ; 
Be neither ſold, nor purchas'd, nor oppreſs'd, 

No griefs ſhall wither, and no ſtripes deſtroy ! 


Say, that fair Freedom bends her holy flight 
To cheer the infant, and conſole the fire; 

So ſhall he wond'ring, prove at laſt, delight, 
And in a throb of extaſy expire. 
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Then ſhall proud ALBION's CROWN, where laurels twine. 
Torn from the boſom of the raging ſea, 
Roaſt midſt the glorzous leaves, a gem divine, 
The radiant gem of yUuRE HUMANITY. 


— Ie Rn rr ee en — — — — — 
— — ———_———— 
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THE AFRICAN. 


Anonymous. 
— —t¼ —— 
Wipe over the tremulous ſea, 
The Moon ſpread her mantle of light, 


And the gale gently dying away, 
Breath'd ſoft on the boſom of night : 


On the forecaſtle MaRAaToON ſtood, 
And pour'd forth his ſorrowful tale; 
His tears fell unſeen in the flood, 
His ſighs paſt unheard on the gale ;— 


* Ah! Wretch ! in wild anguiſh, he cry'd, 
From country and liberty torn ! 

Ah, MaRATON, would thou hadſt dy'd, 
Ere o'er the ſalt waves thou wert born. 


Thro' the groves of ANGOLA I ſtray'd, 
Lowe and Hope made my boſom their * 
For I talk'd with my favourite maid, 
Nor dreamt of the ſorrow to come. 


46 | THE BOUQUET. 


4 


| From the thicket the man · bunter ſprung, Now | 
My cries echoed loud thro? the air; He 

| There was fury and wrath on his tongue, 01 & 
| He was deaf to the ſhrieks of deſpair, | She 
| Accurs'd be the mercileſs band, To-n 
That his love could from MARATON tear; Sh: 

And blaſted this impotent hand, My f 

That was ſever'd from all I held dear. Ar 


F low ye tears—down my cheeks ever flow— 
Still let ſleep from my eye-lids depart, 


| And ſtill may the arrow of Woe . 
4% Drink deep of the ſtream of my heart. 
But hark ! on the ſilence of night 
My ADI1LA's accents I hear; 
And mournful, beneath the wan light, 
1 I {ce her lov'd image appear. ] 
1 How o'er the ſmooth ocean ſhe glides, * 
. As the miſt that hangs light on the wave! as 
* And fondly her lover ſhe chides, het 
1 That lingers ſo long from his grave. 1 a 
O MARATON ! haſte thee, (ſhe cries) - 
Here the reign of Oppreſsion is o'er; 10 x 
The tyrant is robb'd of his prize, 5 


« And ADILA ſorrows no more.” 
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Now ſinking amidſt the dim ray, 
Her form ſeems to fade on my view: 

0! ſtay thee—my ADILA ſtay! 

She beckons, and I muſt purſue. 


To-morrow the white man in vain 
Shall proudly account me his ſlave: 

My ſhackles I plunge in the main, 

And ruſh to the realms of the BRAVE! 


— — u 


THE HOURS OR THE LIFE OF MAN. 


By G. M. Woodward. 


INFANCY. 
L—_———————— 


Exemplificd in a Deſcription of the Morning 


E Dryads, who haunt the clear ſtream and the grove, 
For you ſhall my reed breathe the paſtoral lay, 
Whether courting the Muſe, in the raptures of love, 
Or guarding my flock in the heat of the day. 


Aurora advances, —pale Cynthia retires, 

Her creſcent's extinguiſh'd, the dawn is increas'd ; 
Lo, Pharbus, flow riſing rekindles his fires, 
and Light with her glories emblazons the eaſt. 
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The thiſtle-down fails on the lap of the breeze; 
Tranquillity reigns o'er the opening morn ; 
The cattle extended lay muſing at eaſe; 
And the black- bird's wild carols are heard from the 
thorn. 


Lov'd daiſy, why bow thy ſweet head to the gale } 
Tho' wet with the night-dew, thy beauties yet live; 
Again ſhall thy modeſty ſpread o'er the vale, 
And the ſun's bright refulgence thy colours revive, 


It is thus with mankind ;—In his earlieſt ſtate, 
In her arms the fond mother her infant entwines, 
While the child, wrapt in ſickneſs, and ſmiling at Fate 
All wet with her tears, on her boſom reclines, 
But tranſient affliction to joy ſoon gives place, 
When the ſunſhine of Health ſheds her influence around 
Again blooming innocence dimples his face, 
And angels benignant the cradle ſurround, 


YoUuTH. 
———— 


Exemplified in a Deſcription of Noon. 


To thy ſhade, ſpreading oak, with my flock I'll repair, 
My refuge at noon from the ſun's ſcorching beams: 
The butterfly waves his rich colours in air, 
And the hay, oY mown, with ſweet et fragrance tees 


VOL 
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Nw fad, down the valley, indignant and flow, 
The bull faint and panting purſues the lone way. 
The ſtream's glaſsy ſurface is ſcarce ſeen to flow, 
And the roſe in full elegance burſts on the day. 


n the 


And, hark !—from the inmoſt receſs of the grove 
| heard Edwin's voice; *tis his ſorrowful ſtrain ; 

lis notes I well know :—they are ſoften'd by love, 
And mournful for Hebe, thus ſadly complain : 


«Fly ſwiftly, ye moments, bring on the grey eve, 
« For day without Hebe is joyleſs to me; 
« In her converſe, ſo pleaſing, I raptures receive, 
« When by moon-light we meet *neath the ſycamore 


tree, 


« With Gratitude's tear I'll her kindneſs repay : 
«Twas here, in this grove, I firſt told her I lov'd ; 

« And ever remember'd be that happy day, 

The day on which Hebe my paſsion approv'd !” 


und 


Proceed, blooming ſhepherd ; you haſte to your prime, 
In the noon of thy life, ſmiling Cupid embrace, 

For the boy's airy wings ſhall be clipp'd by old Time, 
And his ſcythe will each youthful ſenſation eraſe, 
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Mannoop, 
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Exemplified in a Deſcription of Evening, 
The rays of bright Phœbus inverted diſplay's, 
Emits his laſt beams on the brow of the hill, 


The/lowing of cattle is heard from the glade, 
And ceas'd are the labours erſt heard at the mill, 


Oe'r the breath of the paſture the beetle ſwift fails, 
And humming proclaims the mild evening at hand; 
The leaves are all ruffled by murmuring gales, 
And zephyrs rich ſcented their odours expand. 


Now light o'er the mountains mild Luna appears, 
Slow riſing in majeſty, ſtill and ſerene, | 

She mounts on the clouds ;—all Nature ſhe cheers, 
And rivers beſpangled reflect the bright ſcene. 


Thus riſes in wiſdom the ſcience-fraught youth, 
By Virtue directed he clears Error's miſt ; 

To him are laid open the pages of Truth, _ 
Though Envy and Prejudice vainly reſiſt, - 


When arriv'd at his zenith, he ſhines on the world, 
Till Death blights his laurels, and loſt is his name; 

But glories hereafter to man are unfurl'd, 
Surpaſsing the tranſient poſseſsion of fame. 
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hen conſider that manhood draws near to thy end, 


Nor ſhrink at the haſty approaches of night; 
hou ſhalt mount on the clouds which to heaven aſcend, 


And explore undiſturb'd the bleſt regions of light, 


Ac, 
— 


Exemplified in a Deſcription of Night. 


The owl from the tower at midnight deſcends, 
The bat, cloath'd in darkneſs, his prey ſwift purſues ; 
Feet Sleep's balmy treaſure o'er nations extends, 
On grief-furrow'd eyelids her bleſsings ſhe ſtrews. 
, | 


The watch-dog, inceſsant, the welkin alarms, 
The raven's loud ſcreams pierce the concave of Night ; 
While Fancy ſhews Hecate preparing her charms 
By the vapour's blue flame, or the glow-worm's pale 
light. 


Now loud rolls the thunder, red lightning is ſeen, 
And horror o'er Nature indignantly reigns. 

But morning again ſhall enliben the ſcene, 

And Sol with his preſence ſhall gladden the plains, 


So man, as the hours, ſwift glides to his end; | 
His morning of infancy haſtens to noon : 
How vain their parſuit, who for honours contend, 


When the bud of perfection, is blaſted ſo ſoon! 
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But Death's fatal arrows in darkneſs ſhall ruſt; 


And ſoon ſhall the ſyſtem of Nature decay ; 


The globe and its temples ſhall moulder to duſt, 


And night ſhall be loſt in the glories of day. 


— — —— ——— ñ—ͤ—fj—Ü 
What avails the wiſh'd bays, which erſt pleaſing he ſung 
That was wont o'er the brows of his manhood to ware: 
From age he muſt ſink to the earth whence he ſprung, 
And the muſe be forgot in the night of the grave. 


— — — —— — —  - -— —— — —̃ ä —— — 
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HYMN TO HUMANITY. 


By Dr. Langhorne. 


Paxenr of Virtue, if thine ear 
Attend not now to Sorrow's cry; 

If now the pity-ſtreaming tear 
Should haply on thy cheek be dry; 


Indulge my votive ſtrain, O ſweet Humanity! 


Come, ever welcome to my breaſt ! 
A tender but a chearful gueſt; 

Nor always in the gloomy cell 

Of life-conſuming Sorrow dwell; 
For ſorrow, long indulg'd and flow, 
Is to Humanity a foe ; 
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And Grief, that makes the heart its prey, | 
Wears Senſibility away. $ 
Then comes, ſweet nymph, inſtead of thee, 
The gloomy fiend Stupidity. 


O may that fiend be baniſh'd far, 
Though paſsions hold eterhal war! 
Nor ever let me ceaſe to know 

The pulſe that throbs at joy or woe 
Nor let my vacant cheek be dry, 
When ſorrow fills a brother's eye; 
Nor may the tear that frequent flows 
From private or from ſocial woes, 
Ee'r make this pleaſing ſenſe depart. 
Ye Cares, O harden not my heart! 


If the fair ſtar of Fortune ſmile; 

Let not its flatt'ring power beguile, 
Nor, borne along the fav'ring tide, 

My full fails ſwell with bloating pride. 
Let me from wealth but hope content, 
Rememb'ring ſtill it was but lent; 

To modeſt merit ſpend my ſtore, 
Unbar my hoſpitable door ; 

Nor feed, with pomp, an idle train, 
While Want unpitied pines in vain, 


If Heaven, in every purpoſe wiſe, 
The envied lot of wealth denies ; 
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If doom'd to drag life's painful load 
Through Poverty's uneven road,. 
And, for the due bread of the.day, 
Deſtin'd to toil as well as pray; 
To thee, Humanity, ſtill true, 
I'll wiſh the good I cannot do, 
And give the wretch that paſses by, 
A ſoothing word—a tear—a ſigh. 


Howe'er exalted, or depreſt, 
Be ever mine the feeling breaſt. 
From me remove the ſtagnant mind 
Of languid Indolence, reclin'd ; 
The ſoul that one long ſabbath keeps, 
And through the ſun's whole circle ſleeps ; 
Dull peace, that dwells in Folly's eye, 
And ſelf-attending Vanity. 
Alike the fooliſh and the vain 

- Are ſtrangers to the ſenſe humane. 


O for that ſympathetic glow 
Which taught the holy tear to flow, 
When the prophetic eye ſurvey'd 

Sion in future aſhes laid! 

Or, rais'd to heaven, implor'd the bread 
That thouſands in the deſart fed 

Or, when the heart o'er Friendſhip's grave 
Sigh'd and forgot its power to ſave, 

O for that ſympathetic glow | 
Which taught the holy tear to flow. 
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It comes: it fills my labouring breaſt; 
feel my beating heart oppreſt. 

Oh! hear that lonely widow's wail ! 

See her dim eye! her aſpect pale 

To heaven ſhe turns in deep deſpair, 

Her infants wonder at her prayer, 

And, mingling tears they know not why, 
Lift up their little hands, and cry. 

0 God ! their moving ſorrows ſee | 
Support them, ſweet Humanity! 


Life, fill'd with Grief's diſtreſsful train, 
For ever aſks the tear humane. 

- Behold, in yon unconſcious grove, 
The victims of ill-fated love ! 
Heard you that agonizing throe ? 
Sure this is not romantic woe | 
The golden day of joy 1s o'er ; 
And now they part to meet no more. 
Aſsiſt them, hearts from anguiſh free 
Aſsiſt them, ſweet Humanity ! 


Parent of Virtue, if thine ear 
Attend not now to Sorrow's cry; 
If now the pity-ſtreaming tear 
Should haply on thy cheek be dry ; 
Indulge my votive ſtrain, O ſweet Humanity ! 


— x — . ¹Ü• —_—_—__ — 
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THE FIRE-SIDE. 
By Dr. Cotton. | 


Dear Chloe, while the buſy crowd, 
. The vain, the wealthy, and the proud, 
In Folly's maze advance; 
Though ſingularity and pride 
Be call'd our choice, we'll ſtep aſide, 
Nor join the giddy dance. | 


From the gay world we'll oft retire, 
To our own family and fire, 
Where love our hours employs; 4 
No noiſy neighbours enter here, 
No intermeddling ſtranger near 
To ſpoil our heart-felt joys. 


If ſolid happineſs we prize, 
Within our breaſt this jewel lies ; 
And they are fools who roam : 
The world has nothing to beſtow, 
From our own ſelves our joys muſt flow, 
And that dear hut, our home. 


Of reſt was Noalt's dove bereft, 
When with impatient wing ſhe left, 
wh hat ſafe retreat the ark; 
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Giving her. vain excurſion oer, 
The diſappointed bird once more 

Explor d the ſacred bark. 


Though fools ſpurn Hymen's gentle pow'rs, 
We, who improve his golden hours, "It 
By ſweet experience know, 
That marriage, rightly underſtood, | 
Gives to the tender and the good 
A paradiſe below, 


Our babes ſhall richeſt comforts bring, 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a ſpring, 
Whence pleaſures ever riſe : 
We'll form their minds with ſtudious care, 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 
And train them for the ſkies. 


While they our wiſeſt hours engage, 
They'll joy our youth, ſupport our age, 
And crown our hoary hairs : 
They'll grow in virtue every day, 
And thus our fondeſt loves repay, 
And recompenſe our cares. 


No borrow'd joys ! they're all our own, 

While to the world we live unknown, 
Or by the world forgot: 

VOL. 11, H 
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Monarchs 1 we guvy aot your fats,» 
We look with pity on the great, 
And bleſs our humbler lot. 


Our portion is not large indeed, * 
But then, how little do we need 1 
For Nature's calls are few ! 
In this the art of living lies, 
To want no more than may ſuffice, 
And make that little do. | 


We'll therefore reliſh with content 
Whate'er kind Providence has ſent, 
Nor aim beyond our pow'r; 
For if our ſtock be very ſmall, 
Tis prudence to enjoy it all, 
Nor loſe the preſent hour. 


ll 


To be reſign'd, when ills betide, 
Patient, when favours are deny'd, 
And pleas'd with favours giv'n: 
Dear Chloe, this is wiſdom's part 
This is that incenſe of the heart, . 
Whoſe fragrance ſmells to heav'n. 


Tur 
Alm 
Thu: 
Vaſp 


We'll aſk no long protracted treat, 
(Since winter life is ſeldom ſweet ;} 
But when our feaſt is o'er, 


— 


Grateful from table we'll ariſe, 


Nor grudge our ſons with envious-eyes, 
The relics of our ſtore. | 


Thus hand in hand through life we'll go, 
Its checker'd paths of joy and woe 

With cautious ſteps we'll tread ; 
Quit its vain ſcenes without a tear, 
Without a trouble or a fear, 

And mingle with the dead, 


While conſcience, like a faithful friend, 
Shall through the gloomy vale attend, 
And chear our dying breath ; 
Shall, when all other comforts ceaſe, 
Like a kind angel whiſper peace, 
And ſmooth the bed of death. 


MORNING HYMN, 
Zy Milton. 


Tarse are thy glorious nity Parent of good, 
Almighty, thine this univerſal frame, 

Thus wond'rous fair; thyſelf how wond'rous then 
Lalpeakable, who ſitt'ſt above theſe heavens, 


__—_—_—_————————————— 
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Circle his throne rejoicing ; ye in heaven, 


— — — — 
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To us :nviſible, — Aeta AI hi 
In theſe thy loweſt works; yet theſe Aude 
Thy goodneſs beyond thought, and pewrdbeis 
Speak ye who beſt can tell, ye ſons of light, 
Angels: for ye behold him, and with ſongs 
And choral ſymphonies, day without night 


On earth, join all ye creatures to extol 


Him firſt, him laſt, him midſt, and without end. With 
_ Faireſt of ſtars, laſt in the train of night, Foun 
If better thou belong not to the dawn, Melo 
Sure pledge of day, that crown'ſt the ſmiling morn Join 
With thy bright circlet, praiſe him in thy ſphere, That 
While day ariſes, that ſweet hour of prime. Bear 
Thou ſun, of this great world both eye and ſoul, Yet! 
Acknowledge him thy greater, ſound his praiſe The 
In thy eternal courſe, both when thou-elimb'ſt, Wit 
And when high noon haſt gain'd, and when thou fall. To! 
Moon, that now meet'ſt the orient ſun, now fly'ſt, Mac 
With the fix'd ſtars, fix'd in their orb that flies, Hal 
And ye five other wand'ring fires that move To 
In myſtic dance, not without ſong, reſound = 
| 


His praiſe, who out of darkneſs call'd up light. 
Air, and ye elements, the eldeſt birth 

Of Nature's womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix 

And nouriſh all things; let your ceaſeleſs change 
Vary to our great maker ſtill new praiſe, 

Ye miſts and exhalations that now riſe 


l. 
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From hill or ſteaming lake, duſky or gray, 

Till the ſun paint your fleecy ſkirts with gold, 

Tn honour to the world's great Author riſe ! 

Whether to deck with clouds th? uncolour'd ſky, 

or wet the thirſty earth with falling ſhowers, 

Riſing or falling ſtill advance his praiſe. 

lis praiſe ye winds, that from four quarters blow, 
Breathe ſoft or loud; and wave your tops, ye pines, 
With every plant-in ſign of worſhip wave. 

Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow 

Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praiſe, 

Join voices, all ye living ſouls; ye birds, 

That ſinging up to heaven-gate aſcend, 

Bear on your wings and in your notes his praiſe. 

Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 

The earth, and ſtately tread, or lowly creep ; 

Witneſs if I be filent, morn or even, 

To hill or valley, fountain, or freſh ſhade 

Made vocal by my ſong, and taught his praiſe. 

Hail, univerſal Lord! be bounteous ſtill 

To give us only good; and if the night 

Have gather'd aught of evil, or conceal'd, 

Dilperſe it, as now light diſpels the dark. 
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ON THE DEITY. 
By Mrs. Barbauld. 


SSBB; 


IAEA God's awful name emblazon'd high B 
With golden letters on th' illumin'd ſky ; 
Nar leſs the myſtic characters I ſee H 
Wrought in each flower, inſcrib'd on ev'ry tre:; 

In every leaf that trembles to the breeze 

I hear the voice of God among the trees. | F 
With thee in ſhady ſolitudes I walk, | 
With thee in buſy crouded cities talk Y 
In every creature own thy forming pow'r, 

In each event thy providence adore. 

Thy hopes ſhall animate my drooping ſoul, 
Thy precepts guide me, and thy fear controul: 

Thus fhall I reſt, unmov'd by all alarms, 
Secure within the temple of thine arms, 

From anxious cares, from gloomy terrors free, 
And feel myſelf omnipotent in thee. 

Then when the laſt, the cloſing hour draws nigh, 
And earth recedes before my ſwimming eye; 
When trembling on the doubtful edge of fate 
I ſtand and ſtretch my view to either ſtate ; 

Teach me to quit this tranſitory ſcene 
With decent triumph and a look ſerene ; 
Teach me to fix my ardent hopes on high, 
And having liv'd to thee, in thee to die. 
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ON BENEFOLENCE, 


By the ſame. 
CO _e_—_—— 
BenoLp where breathing love divine 
Our dying maſter ſtands ! 
His weeping followers gathering round 
Receive his laſt commands. 


From that mild teacher's parting lips 
What tender accents fell ! 

The gentle precept which he gave 

. Became its author well. 


Bleſsd is the man whoſe ſoft'ning heart 
Feels all another's pain ; 

To whom the ſupplicating eye 
Was never rais'd in vain : 


Whoſe breaſt expands with gen'rous warmth, 
A ſtranger's woes to feel; 

And bleeds in pity o'er the wound 
He wants the power to heal. 


He ſpreads his kind ſupporting arms 
To every child of grief ; 

His ſecret bounty largely flows, 
And brings unaſk'd relief. 
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To ee offices of love 
His feet are never ſlow; | 

He views through Mercy's melting ee, 
A brother in a foe. 


Peace from the boſom of his God, 
My peace to him I give; | 
And when he kneels before the throne, 
His trembling ſoul ſhall live. 


To him protection ſhall be ſhown, 
And mercy from above | 

Deſcend on thoſe, who thus fulfil 
The perfect law of love. 


Fa 


STANZAS. 


By a Lady. 
— — 


Waen fragrant gales and ſummer ſhow'rs 
Call'd forth the ſweetly ſcented flow'rs : 
When ripen'd ſheaves of golden grain, 
Strew'd their rich treaſures o'er the plain; 
When the full grape did nectar yield, 
In tepid drops of purple hue ; 
When the thick grove and thirſty field 
Drank the ſoft ſhow'r, and bloom'd a- new; 
O! then my joyful heart did fay, 
« Sure this is Nature's holiday !”— ; 
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Zut when the yellow leaf did fade, 
And ev'ry gentle flow'r decay'd ; 
When whiſtling winds and driving rain, 
Swept with rude force the naked plain: 
When o'er the deſolated ſcene, 

| law the drifted ſnow deſcend 
And ſadneſs darken'd all the green, 

And Nature's triumph ſeem'd to end ; 
0! then my mourning heart did ſay, 
«Thus youth ſhall vaniſh, —life decay.” 


When Beauty blooms, and Fortune ſmiles, 
And Wealth the eaſy gueſt beguiles ; 
When Pleaſure from her downy wings 
Her ſoft bewitching incenſe flings ; 
Then friends look kind, and round the heart 
The brighteſt flames of Paſsion move, 
Falſe Flattery's ſoothing ſtrains impart 
The warmeſt friendſhip, —fondeſt love; 
But when capricious Fortune flies, 
Then Friendſhip fades, and Pleaſure dies. 


——— eee ewes 
— —— 
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HYMN OF EFE. 
From the Oratorio of Abel. | 


Ho chearful along the gay mead, S | 
The daiſy and cowſlip appear, | | 
The flocks, as they careleſsly feed, | | 
Rejoice in the ſpring of the year: 

YOL 11, I 
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The myrtles that ſhade the gay bow'rs, 

The herbage that ſprings from the ſod, 
Trees, plants, cooling fruits, and ſweet floy'r,, 
All riſe to the praiſe of my God. 


— — — — 


Shall man, the great maſter of all, 
The only inſenſible prove? 
Forbid it fair Gratitude's call, 
| Forbid it Devotion and Love: 
The Lord, who ſuch wonders could raiſe, 
And ſtill can deſtroy with a nod, 
My lips ſhall inceſsantly praiſe, 
My ſoul ſhall be wrapt in my God! 


- _—_— 
— — 


— 1 


ODE TO INNOCENCE. 


By Dr. Ogilvie. 
— 


"Twas when the flow declining ray 
Had ting'd the cloud with evening gold ; 
No warbler pour'd the melting lay, 
No ſound diſturb'd the ſleeping fold; - 


When by a murmuring rill reclin'd, 
Sat wrapt in thought a wand'ring ſwain; 
Calm Peace compos'd the muſing mind, 
And thus he rais'd the flowing ſtrain : 


1 H 
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« Hail, Innocence! celeſtial maid ! 

« What joys thy bluſhing charms reveal! 
« Sweet as the arbour's cooling ſhade, 

« And milder than the vernal gale. 


« On thee attends a radiant quire, 
« Soft ſmiling Peace, and downy Reſt, 
« With Love, that prompts the warbling lyre, 
« And Hope, that ſoothes the throbbing breaſt. 


O ſent from heav'n to haunt the grove, 

« Where ſquint-ey'd Envy ne'er can come; 
« Nor pines the cheek with luckleſs Loye, 

« Nor Anguiſh chills the living bloom. 


But ſpotleſs Beauty, rob'd in white, 

« Sits on yon moſs-grown hill reclin'd ; 
« Serene as heav'n's unſully'd light, 

« And pure as Delia's gentle mind. 


“Grant, heav'nly Power! thy peaceful ſway 
May ſtill my ruder thoughts controul ; 

“Thy hand to point my dubious way, 
Thy voice to ſooth the melting ſoul ! 


Far in the ſhady ſweet retreat 

„Let Thought beguile the ling'ring hour 
« Let Quiet court the moſsy ſeat, 
And twining olives form the bower. 


— — ääw— — — —— — _ 
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Let dove-ey'd Peace her wreath beſtow, 
« And oft fit liſt'ning in the dale, 
«© While Night's ſweet warbler from the bough 
« Tells to the grove her plaintive tale. 


© Soft, as in Delia's ſnowy breaſt, 

Let each conſenting paſsion move; 
% Let angels watch its filent reſt, 
„ And all its bliſsful dreams be love.“ 


S — ä 


ON IX RE SOLUTION. 


By Dr. Young. 
— — 


Ar thirty man ſuſpects himſelf a fool; 

Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan; 

At fifty chides his infamons delay, 

Puſhes his prudent purpoſe to reſolve ; 

In all the magnanimity of thought 

Reſolves and re-reſolves, then dies the ſame. 
And why ? Becauſe he thinks himſelf immortal. 
All men think all men mortal but themſelves; 
Themſelves, when ſome alarming ſhock of Fate 
Strikes thro? their wounded hearts the ſudden dread; 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 
Soon cloſe ; where paſt the ſhaft, no trace is found. 
As from the wing no ſcar the ſky retains, 
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The parted wave no furrow from the keel, 

go dies in human hearts the thought of death. 
gyn with the tender tear, which Nature ſheds 
Oer thoſe we love, we drop it in their grave. 


ON PROCRASTINATION, 


By the ſame. 


Br wiſe to day; *tis madneſs to defer ; 

Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
Thus on till Wiſdom is puſh'd out of life. 
Procraſtination is the thief of Time ; 

Year after year it ſteals till all are fled, 

And to the mercies of a moment leaves 

The vaſt concerns of an eternal ſcene. 

Of man's miraculous miftakes, this bears 
The palm, That all men are about to live, 
For ever being on the brink of being born. 
All pay themſelves the compliment to think 
They one day ſhall not drivel; and their pride 
On this reverſion takes up ready praiſe, 
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FORM THE TRIUMPHS OF TEMPER, 
By Mr. Hayley. © 


Tacks with fond zeal the guardian ſpirit ſaid, 
And to new precincts of her palace led; 

The ſcene ſhe enter'd of the richeſt late, 
Where on her voice the ſubje& paſsions wait : 
Here roſe a throne of living gems, ſo bright 

No breath could ſully their benignant light; 
This, her immortal ſeat, the gracious guide 
Aſsum'd : her ward ſtood wond'ring at her ſide. 
Swift as they felt their ruling power inthron'd, 
ZEthereal beings, who her empire own'd, 
Crowded in glittering pomp the gorgeous ſcene, 
To pay their homage to their heav'nly queen. 


© Firſt came chaſte Love, whoſe ſweet harmonious form 
Ne'er felt Suſpicion” 8 ſoul- convulſing ſtorm; 
No baleful arrow in his quiver lies, 

No blinding veil enwraps his ſparkling eyes; 
Here all the rays of varied joy unite, 

And jointly ſhed unſpeakable delight, 

With him was Friendſhip, like a virgin dreſt, 
The ſoft aſbeſtos form'd her ſimple veſt, 

| Whoſe wond'rous folds in fierceſt flames entire, 
Mock the vain ravage of conſuming fire: 
Around this robe, a myſtic chain ſhe wore, 


THE BOUQUET. 


—— ͤ—ä — — — — 3 —Eüw—ñ e:“.ßH— 


— 


ach golden link a ſtar of diamonds bore ; 

Force could not tear the finiſh'd work apart, 

Nor Int'reſt looſe it by the ſubtleſt art: 

ut, ſtrange to tell | if the preſiding power, 

Who to her favourite gave this precious dower, 
kind Sophroſyne could fail to breathe 

fer vital virtue on this magic wreath, 

The parts muſt ſever, faithleſs to their truſt, 

The gold grow droſs, and every diamond duſt. 


Theſe Valour follow'd, deck'd with verdant palm, 
Gracefully bold, majeſtically calm. 
A mingled troop ſucceed, with feſtive ſound, 
Wiſdom with olive, Wit with feathers crown'd ; 
Here, hand in hand they move, no longer foes, 
Their charms increaſing as their union grows ; 
Pure ſpirits all, who hating mental ſtrife, 
Exalt creation, and embelliſh life; 
All here attend, and in their ſov'reign's praiſe, 
Their circling forms the ſong of glory raiſe. 


The bleſt Serena drinks, with raviſh'd ear, 
The melting muſic of the tuneful ſphere. 
Now in its cloſe the ſoothing echoes roll 
Ver her wrapt fancy, and entrance her ſoul; 
Her ſenſes ſink in ſoft Oblivion's bands, 
Till faithful Jenny at her pillow, ſtands, 
Recalls each mental and corporeal power, 
While ſhe proclaims aloud the paſsing hour; 
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And in a voice expreſsive of ſurpriſe, 
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Too ſhrill to ſeem the muſic of the ſkies, 
Informs the ſtartled fair, tis time to riſe. 


— ee — 
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VERSES WRITTEN FOR THE BELLMAY, 


By Mr. Cowper. 


Fo —— ” 


+ He who ſits from day to day 
Where the priſon'd lark is hung, 
Heedleſs of his loudeſt lay, 
_ Hardly knows that he has ſung : 


Where the watchman in his round 
Nightly lifts his voice on high, 

None accuſtom'd to the ſound 
Wakes the ſooner for his cry : 


So, your verſe-man, I, and clerk, 
Yearly in my ſong proclaim 

Death at hand—yourſelves his mark— _ 
And the foe's unerring aim. 


Duly, at my time I come 
Publiſhing to all aloud— 

Soon the grave muſt be your home, 
« And your only ſuit a ſhroud.” 
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But the monitory ſtrain 
Oft repeated in your ears, 
Seems to ſound too much in vain, 
Wins no notice, wakes no fears! 


Can a truth, by all confeſs'd 
Of ſuch magnitude and weight, 
Grow, by being oft impreſs'd, 
Trivial as a parrot's prate ? 


Pleaſure's call attention wins, 
Hear it often as we may; 

New as ever ſeem our fins, 
Though committed ev'ry day. 


Death and Judgment, Heav'n and Hell— 
Theſe alone, ſo often heard, 

No more move us than the bell 
When ſome ſtranger is interr'd. 


Oh then, e' er the turf or tomb 
Cover us from ev'ry eye, 
Spirit of Inſtruction, come 
Make us learn that WE MUST DIE | 
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ODE TO TRUTH. 


By Maſon. 
| | 


Sax, will no white-rob'd ſon of light, 
Swift-darting from his heav'nly height, 
Here deign to take his hallow'd ſtand; 
Here wave his amber locks ; unfold 
His pinions cloth'd with downy gold; 
Here ſmiling ſtretch his tutelary wand? 
And you, ye hoſts of ſaints! for ye have known 
Each dreary path in life's perplexing maze, 
Though now ye circle yon eternal throne 
With harpings high of inexpreſsive praiſe; 
Will not your train deſcend in radiant ſtate, 
To break with Mercy's beam this gathering cloud 0 
Fate? 


"Tis ſilence all. No ſon of light 
Darts ſwiftly from his heav'nly height: 
No train of radiant ſaints deſcend. ” 
&« Mortals, in vain ye hope to find, 
« Tf guilt, if fraud has ſtain'd your mind, 
« Or ſaint to hear, or angel to defend.” 
So Truth proclaims. I hear the ſacred ſound 
Burſt from the centre of her burning throne: 


— 
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Where aye ſhe ſits with ſtar-wreath'd luſtre crown'd ; 
A bright ſun claſps her adamantine zone. 

8 Truth proclaims: her awful voice I hear; 

With many a ſolemn pauſe it ſlowly meets my ear. 


Attend ye ſons of men! attend, and ſay, 

Does not enough of my refulgent ray 

Break through the veil of your mortality? 

Say, does not reaſon in this form deſcry 
Unnumber'd, nameleſs glories, that ſurpaſs 
Theangel's floating pomp, the ſeraph's glowing grace ? 

Shall then your earth-born daughters vie 

With me! ſhall ſhe, whoſe brighteſt eye 
But emulates the diamond's blaze, 

Whoſe cheek but mocks the peach's bloom, 

Whoſe breath the hyacinth's perfume, 

Whoſe melting voice the warbling woodlark's lays ; 

Shall ſhe be deem'd my rival? ſhall a form 


Of elemental droſs, of mould”ring clay, 
Vie with theſe charms imperial? the poor worm 
Shall prove her conteſt vain, Life's little day 
Shall paſs, and ſhe is gone: while I appear 
Fluſh'd with the bloom of youth through * $ 
eternal year, 


Know, — know, ere firſt ye ſprung, 
Ere firſt theſe orbs in æther hung, 

I ſhone amid the heavenly throng; 

Theſe eyes beheld creation's day, 
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This voice began the choral lay, D 
And taught archangel's their triumphant ſong, Fi 
Pleas'd I ſurvey'd bright Nature's gradual birth, 
Saw infant Light with kindling luſtre ſpread, B 
Soft vernal fragrance clothe the flow'ring earth: F. 
And Ocean heave on its extended bed; 
Saw the tall pine aſpiring pierce the ſky; 
The tawny lion ſtalk ; the rapid eagle fly. F 
Laſt, man aroſe, erect in youthful grace, . 
Heav'n's hallow'd image ſtamp'd upon his face, U 
And, as he aroſe, the high beheſt was giv'n, 1 4 


« That I alone, of all the hoſt of heav'n, 
4 Should reign protectreſs of the godlike youth: 
Thus the Almighty ſpake: he ſpake and call'd meTruth, 


* 


— — 
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HYMN TO BENEVOLENCE. 


By Blacklock. 


' Hair! ſource of tranſport ever new; 
While I thy ſtrong impulſe purſue, 
I taſte a joy ſincere; 
Too vaſt for little minds to know, 
Who on themſelves alone beſtow 
Their wiſhes and their care. 


— 


” 
| 


uth, 


I 


THE BOUQUET. | 77 


ä— — ——' —— ———_— 


Daughter of God! delight of man 
From thee Felicity began; 
Which ſtill thy hand ſuſtains: 
By thee ſweet Peace her empire ſpread, 
Fair Science rais'd her laurell'd head, 
And Diſcord gnaſh'd in chains. 


Far as the pointed ſunbeam flies 

Through peopled earth and ſtarry ſkies, 
All nature owns thy nod; 

We ſee its energy prevail 


Through being's ever-riſing ſcale, 


From nothing e'en to God. 


By thee inſpir'd, the gen'rous breaſt, 
In bleſsing others only bleſt ; 
With goodneſs large and free, 
Delights the widow's tears to ſtay, 
To teach the blind their ſmootheſt way, 
And aid the feeble knee. 


O come! and o'er my boſom reign, 


Expand my heart, inflame each vein, 
Through ev'ry action ſhine 

Each low, each ſelfiſh wiſh controul; 

With all thy eſsence warm my ſoul, 
And make me wholly thine. 
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If bon thy — paths I turn, 
Nor feel their griefs, while others mourn, 
Nor with their pleaſures glow : 
Baniſh'd from God, from bliſs, and thee, 
My own tormentor let me be, 
And groan in hopeleſs woe. 


——— * 


THE NIGHTINGALE. 
By Pope. 


As Pheebus darted forth his milder ray, 
And length' ning ſhades confeſs'd the ſhort'ning tay; * 


'To Tiber's banks repair'd an am'rous ſwain, A 
The love and envy of the neighb'ring plain : E 
To cool his heat, he ſought the breezy grove; * 
To cool his heat, but more the heat of love: T 
To ſooth his cares on the ſoft lute he play'd; Ba 
But the ſoft lute refreſh'd the lovely maid; V 
Conſpiring elms their umbrage ſhed around, V 
Wav'd with applauſe, and liften'd to the ſound. i 
Sweet Philomel, the choriſter of love, - 
The muſical enchantreſs of the grove, A 
With wonder heard the ſhepherd as he play'd, A 
And ſtole, attentive, to the tuneful ſhade; . 


Perch'd o'er his head the ſylvan ſyren fate, 
With envy burning, and with pride elate; 
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Ambitiouſly ſhe lent a lining ear, 

Charm'd with the very ſounds ſhe dy'd to bear: 

Fach note, each flowing accent of the ſong, 

She ſooth'd, and ſweeten'd with her ſofter 1 

Gently refin'd each imitated ſtrain, 

And paid him with his harmony again. 

The ſhepherd wonder'd at the juſt replies, 

At firſt miſtaken for the vocal breeze; 

But when he found his little rival near 

Imbibing muſic both at eye and ear, 

With a ſublimer touch he ſwept the lute, 
A ſummons to the muſical diſpute; 

The ſummons ſhe receiv'd, reſolv'd to try, 

And daring, warbled out a bold reply. 

Now ſweeteſt thoughts the gentle ſwain inſpire, 

And with a dying ſoftneſs tune the lyre, 

Echo the vernal muſic of the woods, 

Warble the murmurs of the falling floods; 

Thus ſweet he ſings, but ſweetly ſings in vain, 

For Philomela breathes a ſofter ſtrain; 

With eaſier art ſhe modulates each note, 

More nat'ral muſic melting in her throat : 

Much he admir'd the magic of her tongue, 

But more to find his lute and art out-done. 

And now to loftier airs he tunes the ſtrings, 

And now to loftier airs his echo ſings; 

Though loud as thunder, though as ſwift as thought, 

She reach'd the ſwelling, caught the flying note; 
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In trembling treble, now in ſolemn baſe, 
She ſhow'd how Nature could his art ſurpaſs. - 
Amaz'd, at length with rage the ſhepherd burn', 
His admiration into anger turn'd; 

Inflam'd with emulating pride he ſtood, 

And thus defy'd the charmer of the wood : 


And wilt thou ſtill my muſic imitate? 

Then ſee thy folly, and thy taſk is great : Bre 
For, know, more pow'rful lays remain unſung, Dil 
Lays far ſuperior to thy mimic tongue. Ar 


It not, this lute, this vanquiſh'd lute I ſwear 
Shall never more delight the raviſh'd ear; 

But broke in ſcatter'd fragments, ſtrew the plain, 
And mourn the glories which it could not gain. 
He ſaid, and as he ſaid, his ſoul on fire, 

With a diſdainful air he ſtruck the lyre; 

Quick to the touch the tides of muſic flow, 
Swell into ſtrength, or melt away in woe: 

Now raiſe the ſhrilling trumpet's clanging jar, 
And imitated thunders rouſe the war; 

Now ſoft'ning ſounds, and ſadly pleaſing ſtrains, 
Breathe out the lover's joys and lover's pains. 
He ſung; and ceas'd her rival notes to hear, 
As his dy'd liſt'ning in the ambient air. 

But now, too late, her noble folly found, 

Sad Philomela ſtood ſubdu'd by ſound; 

Though vanquiſh'd, yet with gen'rous ardour fill'd, 
Ignobly (till ſhe ſcorn'd to quit the field: 
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But lowly faint her penſive accents flow, | | 
Weaken'd with grief, and overcharg'd with woe, cs 
Again ſhe tunes her voice, again ſhe ſings, 
Strains every nerve, and quivers on her wings 1 
In vain her ſinking ſpirits fade away, 

And in a tuneful agony decay; 

Dying ſhe fell, and as the ſtrains expire, 


| 
Breath'd out her ſoul in anguiſh on the lyre ; 3 


— — 


Diſsolv'd in tranſport, ſhe reſign'd her breath, 
And gain'd a living conqueſt by her death, 


—_— 
— — — h 
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THE USE OF MECHANICS, 
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Written on Dr. Maſon, a celebrated Mechanic. 
By the Rew. Dr. Scott. 


[x ſprings and pendulums full thirty years 
Hath Lubin buſy'd been, 
And regulated well appears 


A moſt complete machine: 


Wound up each day, and greas'd with oil, 
(Good critics, ceaſe to mock) 
He's able, after all his toil, 


To tell juſt—whar's o'clock, 
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ON THE UNDERGRADUATES AT:CAMBRIDC 
BEING PERMITTED TO WEAR 
Square Caps inflead of Round ones, 


Ys learn'd of ev'ry age and climate yield, 

And to illuſtrious CAMBRIDGE, quit the field. 
What ſage profeſsors never yet could teach, 

Nor Archimedes, nor our Newton reach; 

What ancients, and what moderns, vainly ſought, 
CAMBRIDGE, with eaſe, has both attain'd and taught 
This truth, e'en Envy muſt herſelf allow, 
For all her ſcholars ſquare'the circle now. 


—— 


— — 


A SONNET. 
By a Huſband.— But not à modern one. 


When on thy boſom I recline 
Enraptur'd ſtill to call thee mine, 
To call thee mine for life: 
I glory in the ſacred ties 
Which modern wits and fools deſpiſe 
Of huſband and of wite. 


be 
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One mutual flame inſpires our bliſs, 

The tender look, the melting kiſs 
Ev'n years have not deſtroy'd: 

Some ſweet ſenſation ever new 

Springs up—and proves the maxim true, 
That love can neer be cloy'd. 


Have I a wiſh, 'tis all for thee, 
Haſt thou a wiſh, tis all for me: 

So ſoft our moments move, 
That angels look with ardent gaze, 
Well pleas'd to ſee our happy days, 

And bid us live and love. 


If cares ariſe (and cares will come) 
Thy boſom is my ſofteſt home, 
I lull me there to reſt ; 


And is there aught diſturbs my fair, 


[ bid her ſigh out all her care, 
And loſe it in my breaſt, 


Have I a joy, *tis all her own, 
For her's and mine are all but one; 
Our hearts are ſo-intwin'd, 
That like the ivy round the tree, 
Bound in cloſeſt amity, 
'Tis death to be disjoin'd. 


— * — — —— 
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UNIVERSAL ORDER, 


By Pope. 
— 


ALL are but parts of one ſtupendous whole, 
Whoſe body Nature is, and God the ſoul ; | 
That chang'd through all, and yet in all the ſame, 
Great in the earth, as in th' ethereal frame; 
Warms in the ſun, refreſhes in the breeze, 

Glows in the ſtars, and bloſsoms in the trees ; 
Lives through all life, extends through all extent ; 
Spreads undivided, operates unſpent ; 


Breathes in our ſoul, informs our mortal part, Sou 
As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart; = Wh: 
As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns, Am 
As the rapt ſeraph that adores and burns : Like 
To him no high, no low, no great, no ſmall ; 

He fills, he bounds, connects and equals all. ty 
eh 

Abo 


Ceaſe then, nor Order imperfection name: 


Our proper bliſs depends on what we blame. All 
Know thy own point : This kind, this due degree Like 
Of blindneſs, weakne!s, Heav'n beſtows on thee; Exc 
Submit.—In this or any other ſphere, Ear 
Secure to be as bleſt as thou canſt bear: An 
Safe in the hand of one diſpoſing pow'r, * 


Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. 


THE BOU QUET. 85 


All nature is but art, unknown to thee ; . 

All chance, direction, which thou canſt not ſee ; 
All diſcord, harmony not underſtood ; 

All partial evil, univerſal good : 

And ſpite of pride, in erring reaſon's ſpite, 

One truth is clear, Whatever is, is right. 


Ne ee I nine 
THE GOOD MAN. 


By Dr. Young. 


— — 


Sou angel guide my pencil, while I draw, 
What nothing leſs than angel can exceed; 

A man on earth devoted to the ſkies ; 

Like ſhips at ſea, while in above the world. 


With aſpect mild, and elevated eye, 
Behold him ſeated on a mount ſerene, 
Above the fogs of ſenſe, and paſsion's ſtorm ; 
All the black cares, and tumults of this life, 
Like harmleſs thunders breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
Earth's genuine ſons, the ſcepter'd and the ſlave, 
A mingled mob! a wand'ring herd! he ſees, 
Bewilder'd in the vale; in all unlike ! 
His full reverſe in all! What higher praiſe? * 
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What ſtronger demonſtration of the right ? ſelf t 
The preſent all their care, the future his. 1d not! 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 00 deal 
They give to Fame; his bounty he conceals. other 


Their virtues varniſh Nature; his exalt. 
Mankind's eſteem they court; and he, his own, 
Theirs the wild chaſe of falſe felicities ; 

His, the compoſed poſseſsion of the true. 
Alike throughout is his conſiſtent piece, 

All of one colour, and an even thread ; 

While party-coloured ſhreds of happineſs, 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe; each puff of fortune blows 
The tatters by, and ſhews their nakedneſs. 


He ſees with other eyes than theirs; Where ti 
Behold a ſun, he ſpies a Deity ; = 
What makes them only ſmile, makes him adore, 
Where they ſee mountains he but atoms ſees ; 
An empire in his balance weighs a grain. 
They things terreſtrial worſhip, as divine: 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as duſt, 
That dims his ſight, and ſhortens his ſurvey, 
Which longs, in infinite, to looſe all bound. ” _ 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 
He lays aſide to find his dignity ; 
No dignity they find in aught beſides. 
They triumph in externals (which conceal 
Mags real glory), proud of an eclipſe. 
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nſelf too much he prizes to be rr | 
d nothing thinks ſo great in man, as man. Z 
oo dear he holds his int'reſt, to neglect | 
other's welfare, or his right invade ; 1} 
heir int'reſt, like a lion, lives on prey. | 
ey kindle at the ſhadow of a wrong; 

Nrong he ſuſtains with temper, looks on heaven, 

or ſtoops to think his injurer his foe ; 

ought but what wounds his virtue, wounds his peace. | 
\ cover'd heart their character defends ; , 
| covered heart denies him half his praiſe. | 
ith nakedneſs his innocence agrees 
ile their broad foliage teſtifies their fall | | 
heir no-joys end, where his full feaſt begins: 
His joys create, theirs murder, future bliſs. 

0 triumph in exiſtence, his alone : 

And his alone, triumphantly to think 

1s true exiſtence is not yet begun. 

tis glorious courſe was, yeſterday, complete; 
Death, then, was welcome; yet life ſtill is ſweet. 


— — ————— ——_————_— 


ECONOMY OF PROVIDENCE. 


By Akenfide. 
— nn 


IxaanTANT of earth, to whom is giv'n 
The gracious ways of Providence to learn, 
Receive my ſaying with a ſtedfaſt ear 
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Eno then the ſovereign ſpirit of the world, 


Though ſelf- collected from eternal time, 
Within his own deep eſsence he beheld | 

The bounds of true felicity compleat ; 

Yet by immenſe. benignity inclin'd 

To ſpread around him that primæval joy 
Which filled himſelf, he raiſed his plaſtic arm, 
And ſounded through the hollow depth of ſpace 
The ſtrong, creative mandate. Strait aroſe 
Theſe heav'nly orbs, the glad abodes of life 
Effuſive kindled by his breath divine 
Through endleſs forms of being. Each inhal'd 
From him each portion of the vital flame, 
In meaſure ſuch, that from the wide complex 
Of co-exiſtent orders, one might riſe, 

One order, all involving and intire. 

He too, beholding in the ſacred light 

Of his eſsential reaſon all the ſhapes 

Of ſwift contingence, all ſucceſsive ties 

Of action propagated through the ſum 

Of poſsible exiſtence, he at once, 

Down the long ſeries of eventful time, 

So fixed the dates of being, ſo diſpos'd, 

To every living ſoul of every kind, 

The field of motion and the hour of reſt, 

That all conſpired to his ſupreme deſign, 

To univerſal good: with full accord 
Anſwering the model he had chos'n, 


Cot 
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The beſt and faireſt of unnumber'd warlds / 417 
That lay from everlaſting in the ſtore , - 'r 

of his divine conception. Nor content, * 
y one exertion of creative pow'r 0 

lis goodneſs to reveal; through every age, 

Through every moment up the tract of time iT 
xi; parent-hand with ever-new increaſe - * 


of happineſs and virtue has adorn'd 
The vaſt harmonious frame. 


: = 
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ON THE ABSENCE OF A FRIEND. 


By a Lady. 
ED 


fam Memory leads back the light-wing'd hours 
That circled round me when Monimia's ſmile 
Could gently animate my drooping pow'rs, 
Or the keen _— of my ſoul beguile. 


While Evening's NEW banners o'er us glow d, 
Oft have we wander'd near ſome fragrant hill, 

Or where the murm' ring brook meand'ring flow'd, 
And ſoftly bade our anxious ſouls be ſtill. 
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There, ſooth'd by Nature's beauties to repoſe, + 
Oft we eſsay'd to paint her various dye 
Caught the rich vermeil of th unfolding roſe, 01 
Or mark'd the fleeting ſplendors of the ſky} 
There I forgot how Miſery's cruel hand 
Deſtroy d the fairy ſcenes young Fancy drew; 
Snatch'd from the lovely pow'r her potent wand, 
And tinCtur'd with her own black ſhades my view 


Such is thy pow'r, O Friendſhip ! ſource of joy ; 
Whoſe magic balſam, and whoſe voice ſo ſweet, 

Can eaſe thoſe cares that human breaſts annoy, 
And give a glimpſe of Heav'n, thy native ſeat: 


Where, on th' ambroſial hills, fair Virtue binds 
Conſenting ſeraphs in thy flow'ry wreaths, 

Heightens the raptures of celeſtial minds, 
While through the realms of bliſs thy ſpirit breathe, 


Soothe, in Monimia's form, my ſorrowing hour, 
Benignant Friendſhip ! till to yonder ſkies, 
(Releas'd from life by Death's reſiſtleſs pow'r) | 
Chear'd by gay Hope, my eager ſpirit flies. 


= y 
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ON THE PLEASURES OF VICISSITUDE. 


By Gray and Maſon. 


\ CT 


Now the golden Morn aloft 

Waves her dew-beſpangled wing, 

With vermil cheek, and whiſper ſoft 

She wooes the tardy ſpring : 

Till April ſtarts, and calls around 

The ſleeping fragrance from the ground; 
And lightly o'er the living ſcene 

Scatters his freſheſt, tendereſt green. 


New-born flocks, in ruſtic dance, 
Friſking ply their feeble feet; 
Forgetful of their wintry trance 

The birds his preſence greet : 

But chief, the ſky-lark warbles high 
His trembling thrilling extacy; _. 
And, leſsening from the dazzled ſight, 
Melts into air and liquid light. 


Yeſterday the ſullen year 
Saw the ſnowy whirlwind fly; 
Mute was the muſic of the air, 


The herd ſtood drooping by: 


——————— CCC ————————— — 


91 


THE BOUQUET. 


Their raptures now that wildly flow, 
No yeſterday, no morrow know; 
Tis man alone that joy deſcries 
With forward, and reverted eyes. 


Smiles on paſt Misfortune's brow, 
Soft RefleCtion's hand can trace; 

And oer the cheek of Sorrow en, 

A melancholy grace: 

While Hope prolongs our 8 hour; 
Or deepeſt ſhades that dimly low'r 

And blacken round our weary way, 
Gilds with a gleam of diſtant day. 


Still, where roſy Pleaſure leads, 
See a kindred Grief purſue; 
Behind the ſteps that Miſery treads 
Approaching Comfort view: _ 
The hues of Bliſs more brightly glow, 
Chaſtis'd by ſabler tints of Woe; 
And blended form, with artful ſtrife, 
The ſtrength and harmony of life. 


See the wretch, that long has toſt 
On the thorny bed of pain, 

At length repair his vigour loſt, 

And breathe, and walk again; 

The meaneſt floweret of the vale, 
The ſimpleſt note that ſwells the gale, 
The common ſun, the air, the ſkies, 
To Him are opening Paradiſe. 


"> 


— 
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ODE TO MAY. 


By Weſt. 
— ED 


Dear Gray, that always in my heart 
Poſseſseſt far the better part, 


What mean theſe ſudden blaſts that riſe 


And drive the zephyrs from the ſkies ? 
O join with mine thy tuneful lay, 
And invocate the tardy May. 


Come, faireſt nymph, reſume thy reign! 
Bring all the graces in thy train! 

With balmy breath, and flow'ry tread, 
Riſe from thy ſoft ambroſial bed; 
Where, in Elyſian ſlumber bound, 
Embow'ring myrtles veil thee round. 


Awake, in all thy glories dreſt, 
Recall the zephyrs from the welt; 
Reſtore the ſun, revive the ſkies, 
At mine, and Nature's call, ariſe; 


Great Nature's ſelf upbraids thy ſtay, 


And miſses her accuſtom'd May. 


See! all her works demand thy aid; 
The labours of Pomona fade: 


— 
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A plaint is heard from ev'ry tree; 
Each budding flow'ret calls for thee; 


The birds forget to love and ſing; 
With ſtorms alone the foreſts ring. 


Come then, with Pleaſure at thy ſide, 

Diffuſe thy vernal ſpirit wide; 
Create where'er thou turn'ſ thy eye, 

Peace, plenty, love, and harmony; 

Till ev'ry being ſhare its part, 

And heav'n and earth be glad at heart, 


* 


3 
THE PROGRESS OF DISCONTENT, 
From the Oxford Sauſage. 


Warn now, mature in claſsic knowledge, 
The joyful youth is ſent to college, 
His Father comes, a Vicar plain, 
At Oxford bred—in Anna's reign, 

And thus in form of humble ſuitor, 
Bowing, accoſts a reverend tutor : 5 


*« Sir, Pm a Glo'ſterſhire Divine, 

% And this my eldeſt ſon of nine; 

« My wife's ambition and my own | 
% Was that this child ſhould wear a gown ; 
« I'll warrant that his good behav'our 

« Will juſtify your future favour; 


. 


: And for his parti; 16-280 n 

My ſon's a very forward youth; -_ 

« Has Horace all by heart—you'd wonder— . + 
enen 
«If you'd examine —and admit him, | 
« A Scholarſhip would nicely fit him ; 

« That he ſucceeds tis ten to one; 

« Your vote and intereſt, Sir Tis done.” © 


Our pupil's hopes, though twice defeated, 
Are with a Scholarſhip compleated: 

A Scholarſhip but half maintains, 

And college rules are heavy chains ; 

In garret dark he ſmokes and puns, 

A prey to diſcipline and duns; 

And now intent on new deſigns, 

lighs for a Fellowſhip—and fines. 


When nine full tedious winters paſt, 
That utmoſt wiſh is crown'd at laſt : 

But the rich prize no ſooner got, 

Again he quarrels with his lot: 

Theſe Fellowſhips are pretty things, 
We live indeed like petty kings: 

* But who can bear to waſte his whole age 
« Amid the dullneſs of a college, 

* Debarr'd the common joys of life, 
* And that prime bliſs—a loving wife? 
* 0! what's a table richly ſpread 
„Without a woman at its head! 
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« Would ſome benefice but fall, 

« Ye feaſts, ye dinners! farewell any | 

« To offices I'd bid adieu, 

6 Of Dean, Vice-pres,—of Burar Oo | 
Come joys, that rural quiet yields, 

« Come tythe, and houſe, and fruitful fields!” 

Too fond of liberty and eaſe / 

A patron's vanity to pleaſe, 

Long time he watches, and by ſtealth, 

Each frail incumbent's doubtful health ; 

At length—and in his fortieth year, 

A Living drops—two hundred clear! 

With breaſt elate beyond expreſsion, | 

He hurries down to take poſseſsion. 

With rapture views the ſweet retreat— 

What a convenient houſe | how neat! 

For fuel here's ſufficient wood: 

6 Pray God the cellars may be good 

«« The garden—that muſt be new plann'd— 

« Shall theſe old faſhion'd yew-trees ſtand ? 

Oer yonder vacant plot ſhall riſe 

The flow'ry ſhrub of thouſand dies: 

Mon wall that feels the ſouthern ray, 

*« Shall bluſh with ruddy fruitage gay : 

„While thick beneath its aſpe& warm 

O O'er well rang'd hives the bees ſhall ſwarm, 

« From which, e'er long, of golden gleam 

« Metheglin's luſcious juice ſhall fiream; 
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« This aukward hut, o'er-grown with ivy, 
« We'll alter to a modern privy: 

« Up yon green ſlope of hazles trim, 

« An avenue ſo cool and dim, 

« Shall to an arbour at the end, - 

« In ſpite of gout, entice a friend. 

« My predeceſsor lov'd devotion— 

« But of a garden had no notion.” 


Continuing this fantaſtic farce on, 

/ He now commences country parſon. 
| To make his character intire, 

He weds—a couſin of the *Squire ; 
Not over weighty in the purſe, 

But many Doctors have done worſe: 
And though ſhe boaſts no charms divine, 
Yet ſhe can carve, and make birch wine. 


Thus fixt, content he taps his barrel, 
Exhorts his neighbours not to quarrel ; 
Finds his churchwardens have diſcerning 
Both in good liquor and good learning; 
With tythes his, barns replete he ſees, 
And chuckles o'er his ſurplice- fees; 
Studies to find out latent dues, 

And regulates the flate of pews ; 

Rides a ſleek mare with purple houſing, 
To ſhare the monthly club's carouſing; 
Of Oxford pranks facetious tells, 
And—but on Sundays—hears no bells; 
VOL, 11, N 
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Sends preſents of his choiceſt fruit, 

And prunes himſelf each ſapleſs ſhoot; 

Plants colliflow'rs and boaſts to rear 

The earlieſt melon of the year; 

Thinks alteration charming work is, 


| Keeps bantam cocks, and feeds his turkies; 


Builds in his copſe a favourite bench, 
And ſtores the pond with carp and tench.— 


But ah! too ſoon his thoughtleſs breaſt 
By cares domeſtic is oppreſt ; 

And a third butcher's bill, and brewing, 
Threaten inevitable min: 

For children freſh expences yet, 

And Dicky now for ſchool is fit. 

« Why did I ſell my college life 

« (He cries) for benefice and wife? 

% Return, ye days! when endleſs pleaſure 
« T found in reading or in leiſure! 

ce When calm around the common room 
« puff'd my daily pipe's perfume! . 

&« Rode for a ſtomach, and inſpected, 
At annual bottlings, corks ſelected : 

% And din'd untax'd, untroubled, under 
“ The portrait of our pious founder 

«© When impaſitions were ſupply'd 

To light my pipe—or ſooth my pride 
« No cares were then for forward peas 

4 A yearly longing wife to pleaſe; _ 

« My thoughts no chriſt'ning dinners croſt, 
% No children cry'd for butter'd toaſt ; 
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« And every night I went to bed, 
« Without a modus in my head!” 


Oh! trifling head, and fickle heart! 
Chagrin'd at whatſoe'er thou art ; 
A dupe to follies yet untry'd, 
And ſick of pleaſures ſcarce enjoy'd! + 
Each prize poſseſs'd, thy tranſport ceaſes, 
And in purſuit alone it pleaſes. 


— — 


TRUE Loy k. 


By Mrs. Dixon. 
— 


MysTzRIouUs LOVE! what language can define! 
Tis from the ſoul, the ſoul from Love divine. | 
From the ſame power, which lends the lover breath ; 
And tho' in Cloe's arms can give him death. 
Founded on virtue, and to virtue firm; 

Dat the attractive, that the laſting charm. 

'Tis not the ſally of a looſe deſire, 

Nor the pale glimm'ring of a glow-worm fire; 
Not in the feature, nor the poliſh'd ſkin, 

Il intrinſick jewel muſt be found within. 

'Tis ſympathy of ſoul muſt ſouls unite; 

Without that ſympathy, no true delight. 

What gold cements, by gold may be disjoin'd ; 
There is no intereſt in the lover's mind, 
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HAPPINESS, 
By Pope. 


On happineſs! our being's end and aim ! 

Good, pleaſure, eaſe, content]! whate'er thy name: 
That ſomething ſtill which prompts th' eternal ſigh, 
For which we bearto live, or dare to die: 

Which ſtill ſo near us, yet beyond us lies, 
O'erlook'd, ſeen double, by the fool and wiſe ; 
Plant of celeſtial ſeed ! if dropt below, 

Say in what mortal ſoil thou, deign'ſt to grow ? 
Fair op'ning to ſome court's propitious ſhine, 

Or deep with diamonds in the flaming mine? 
Twin'd with the wreathes Parnaſsian laurels yield, 
Or reap'd in iron harveſts of the field ? 


Where grows ?—where grows it not? if vain our toll 


We ought to blame the culture, not the ſol. 
Fix'd to no ſpot is happineſs ſincere, 

*Tis no where to be found, or ev'ry where; 
»Tis never to be bought, but always free, 
And fled from monarchs, St. John, dwells with thee, 


— 


Aſk of the learn'd the way ; the learn'd are blind: 
This bids to ſerve, and that to ſhun mankind. 
Some place the bliſs in action, ſome in eaſe, 
Thoſe call it pleaſure, and contentment thele : 


þ 


toll, 


THE BOUQUET. + 101 
—— — —__—__ 
Some, ſunk to beaſts, find pleaſure end in pain; 

Some; ſwell'd to gods, confeſs e' en virtue vain ; 

or indolent ; to each extreme they fall, 

To truſt in ev'ry thing, or doubt of all. 


Who thus define it, ſay they more or leſs 
Than this, that happineſs is happineſs ? 


Take Nature's path, and mad opinions leave ; 
All ſtates can reach it, and all heads conceive ; 


| Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell ; 


There needs but thinking right, and meaning well ; 
And mourn our various portions as we pleaſe, 

Equal is common ſenſe, and common eaſe. 
Remember, man, the univerſal cauſe 

Acts not by partial, but by gen'ral laws 3” 

And makes what happineſs we juſtly call, 

Subſiſt not in the good of one but all. 

There's not a bleſsing individuals find 

But ſome way leans and hearkens to the kind : 

No banded fierce, no tyrant mad with pride, 

No cavern'd hermit reſts ſelf-ſatisfy'd. 

Who moſt to ſhun or hate mankind pretend, 

Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend : 

Abſtract what others feel, what others think, 

All pleaſures ſicken, and all glories fink : 

Each has his ſhare ; and who would more obtain, 
Shall find the pleaſure pays not half the pain. 


Order is heav'n's firſt law; and this confeſt, 
dome are, and muſt be, greater than the reſt ; 
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More rich, more wiſe ; but who infers from hence 
That ſuch are happier, ſhocks all common ſenſe, 
Heav'n to mankind impartial we confeſs, 
If all were equal in their happineſs ; 
But mutual wants this happineſs increaſe, 
All nature's diff*rence keeps all nature's peace. 
Condition, circumſtance, is not the thing ; 
Bliſs is the ſame in ſubject or in king : 
In who obtain defence, or who defend, 
In him who is, or him who finds a friend : 
Heav'n breathes through ev'ry member of the whole 
One common bleſsing as one common ſoul. 
But fortune's gifts if each alike poſseſt, 
And each were equal, muſt not all conteſt ? 
If then to all men happineſs was meant, 
God in externals could not place content. 


— 


* 


Fortune her gifts may variouſly diſpoſe, 

And theſe be happy call'd, unhappy thoſe; 

But heav'n's juſt balance equal will appear, 
While thoſe are plac'd in hope, and theſe in fear: 
Not preſent good or ill, the joy or curſe, 

But future views of better or of worſe. 

Oh ſons of earth ! attempt ye ſtill to riſe, _ - 
By mountains pil'd on mountains, to the ſkies ? 
Heav'n ſtill with laughter the vain toil ſurveys, 
And buries madmen in the heaps they raiſe. 
Know, all the good that individuals find, 

Or God and Nature meant to mere mankind, 
Reaſon's whole pleaſure, all the joys of ſenſe, 
Lie in three words, health, peace, and competence. 
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COLIN AND PHEBE, A PASTORAL. 
By Byrom. 


My time, O ye muſes, was happily ſpent, 

When Phebe went with me wherever I went; 

Ten thouſand ſweet pleaſures I felt in my breaſt : 
Sure never fond ſhepherd like Colin was bleſt! 
But now ſhe is gone, and has left me behind, 
What a marvellous change on a ſudden I find! 
When things were as fine as could poſsibly be, 

I thought *twas the ſpring ; but alas ! it was ſhe. 


With ſuch a companion to tend a few ſheep, : 
To riſe up and play, or to lie down and fleep : 

I was ſo good-humour'd, ſo cheerful and gay, 

My heart was as light as a feather all day, 

But now I ſo croſs and ſo peeviſh am grown; 

So ſtrangely uneaſy, as never was known. 

My fair one is gone, and my joys are all drown'd, 
And my heart--I am ſure it weighs more than a pound. 


The fountain, that wont to run ſweetly along, 
And dance to ſoft murmurs the pebbles among ; 
Thou know'ſt, little Cupid, if Phebe was there, 
'Twas pleaſure to look at, twas muſic to hear: 
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But now ſhe is abſent, I walk by its ſide, 
And till, as it murmurs, do nothing but chide; 
Muſt you be ſo chearful, while I go in pain? 
Peace there with your bubbling, and hear me complain 
My lambkins around me would oftentimes play, 
And Phebe and I were as joyful as they; 
How pleaſant their ſporting, how happy their time, 
When ſpring, love, and beauty were all in their prine 
But now, in their frolics when by me they paſs, 

1 fling at their fleeces an handful of graſs; 
Be ſtill then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad, 
To ſee you ſo merry, while I am ſo ſad. 


My dog I was ever well pleaſed to ſee | 
Come wagging his tail to my fair one and me; 
And Phebe was pleas'd too, and to my dog faid, 

Come hither poor fellow; and patted his head. 
But now, when he's fawning, I with a ſour look 
Cry, Sirrah ; and give him a blow with my crook: 
And I'll give him another; for why ſhould not Tray 
Be as dull as his maſter, when Phebe's away ? 


When walking with Phebe, what ſights have 1 Teen 
How fair was the flow'r, how freſh was the green! 
What a lovely appearance the trees and the ſhade, 
The corn-fields and hedges, and ev'ry thing made! 
But now ſhe has left me, tho? all are till there, 
They none of them now ſo delightful appear: 
»Twas nought but the magic, I find, of her eyes, 
Made ſo many beautiful proſpects ariſe. 


* 
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Sweet it iſto went with us both all the wood thro?, 
The lark, linnet, throſtle, and nightingale too; 
Winds over us whiſper'd, flocks by us did bleat, 
And chirp went the graſhopper under our feet. 
But now ſhe is abſent, tho” ſtill they ſing on, 
The woods are but lonely, the melody's gone: 
Her voice in the concert, as now I have found, 
Gave ev'ry thing elſe it's agreeable ſound. 


me! 
NT Roſe, what is become of thy delicate hue ? 


And where is the violet's beautiful blue? 

Does ought of it's ſweetneſs the bloſsom beguile? 
That meadow, thoſe daiſies, why do they not ſmile? 
Ah! rivals, I ſee what it was that you dreſt, 

And made yourſelves fine for—a place, in her breaſt ; 
You put on your colours to pleaſure her eye, 

To be pluckt by her hand, on her boſom to die. 


How ſlowly Time creeps, till my Phebe return! | 
While amidſt the ſoft zephyr's cool breezes I burn; | 
Methinks if I knew whereabouts he would tread, 
I could breathe on his wings, and *twould melt down 

the lead. + 
Fly ſwifter, ye minutes, bring hither my dear, 1 
And reſt ſo much longer for't when ſhe is here. | 
Ah Colin! old Time is too full of delay, 
Nor will budge one foot IVE for all thou canſt ſay. | 
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Will no pitying pow'r, that hears me complain, $1 
Or cure my diſquiet, or ſoften my pain? 
To be cur'd thou muſt, Colin, thy paſsion remove; A 
But what ſwain is ſo ſilly to live without love? 
No, deity, bid the dear nymph to return, 
For ne'er was poor ſhepherd ſo ſadly forlorn. T 
Ah! what ſhall I do? I ſhall die with deſpair; 
Take heed, all ye ſwains, how ye part with your fair, 0 
— = — =P —— ] 
A SONG. = 
By the Same. 
—— 
War, prithee, now, what does it ſignify By 
For to buſtle and make ſuch a rout? 
It is virtue alone that can dignify, 
Whether cloathed in ermin, or clout. 
Come, come and maintain thy diſcretion, 
Let it act a more generous part; T 
For I find, by thy honeſt confeſsion, W. 
That the world has too much of thy heart. It 
i 4 Ar 
Beware, that its fatal aſcendency 7 T 
Do not tempt thee to moap and repine; 'T 
With an humble, and hopeful dependency Tl 
Still await the good pleaſure divine. T 


—— 


Succeſs in a higher beatitude h 
Is the end of what's under the pole : 
A philoſopher takes it with gratitude, 
And believes it is beſt on the whole. 


The world is a ſcene, thou art ſenſible, 
Upon which if we do but our beſt, 
On a wiſdom that's incomprehenſible, 
We may ſafely rely for the reſt : 
Then truſt to its kind diſtribution, 
And however things happen to fall, 
Prithee, pluck. up a good reſolution 
To be chearful and thankful in all. 


— 


THREE BLACK CROWS. 
By the Same. 


Tarz—that will raiſe the queſtion, I ſuppoſe, 
What can the meaning be of three black crows? 
It is a London ſtory, you muſt know, 

And happen'd, as they ſay, ſome time ago. 

The meaning of it cuſtom would ſuppreſs, 

Till at the end—but come, nevertheleſs, 

Tho' it may vary from the uſe of old, 

To tell the moral till the tale be told, 

Yell give a hint; for once, how to apply 

The meaning firf—and hang the tale thereby.— 
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3 full as are put into a pother, - 
For want of underſtanding one another: 
And ſtrange, amuſing ſtories creep about, 
That come to nothing, if you trace them out; 
Lies of the day, or month perhaps, or year, 
That ſerve their purpoſe, and then diſappear; 


From which, meanwhile, diſputes of ev'ry ſize, 


That is to ſay, miſunderſtandings riſe; 

The ſprings of ill, from bick'ring up to battle, 
From wars and tumults down to tittle tattle. 
Such as, for inſtance, for we need not roam 
Far off to find them, but come nearer home; 
Such, as befall, by ſudden misdivining,. 

On cuts, on coals, on boxes, and on ſigning, 
Or (may good ſenſe avert ſuch haſty ills 
From this foundation, this aſsembly) mills + 
It may, at leaſt it Gould, correct a zeal 
That hurts the public, or the private weal, 
By eager giving of too raſh aſsent, 


To note, how meanings, that were never meant, 


Will fly about, like ſo many black crows, 
Of that ſame breed of which the ſtory goes. 


One took the other, briſkly, by the hand; 
Hark-ye, ſaid he, *tis an odd ſtory this 
About the crows I don't know what it is, 
Replied his friend—No! I'm ſurpriſed at that ; 
Where I come from it is the common chat: 


Two honeſt tradeſmen, meeting in-the Strand, 
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Zut you ſhall hear; an odd affair indeed! 

And that it happen'd, they are all agreed : 

Not to detain you' from a thing ſo ſtrange, 

A gentleman, that lives not far from Change, 

This week, in ſhort, as all the alley knows, 

Taking a puke, has thrown up three black crows. 


Impoſsible!—Nay but it's really true; 
[ have it from good hands, and ſo may you 111 
From whoſe, I pray ?—So having nam'd the man, 14 
/ Straight to enquire his curious comrade ran. W 
dir, did you tell—relating the affair U 
Yes Sir I did; and if it's worth your care, 
Aſk Mr. ſuch-a-one, he told it me, 
But, by the bye, *twas r black crows, not three— 


Reſoly'd to trace ſo wond'rous an event, 

Whip, to the third, the virtuoſo went. 

Sir,—and ſo forth——Why yes; the thing is fact, 
Tho! in regard to number not exact; 

It was not 2wo black crows, 'twas only one, 

The truth of that you may depend upon. 

The gentleman. himſelf told me the caſe— 
Where may I find him?—Why in ſuch a place. 


Away goes he, and having found him out, 

Sir, be ſo good as to reſolve a doubt— | 

Then to his laſt informant he referr'd, 

And beg'd to know, if true what he had heard; 
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Did you, Sir, throw up a black crow Nor 3 
Bleſs me ! how people propagate a lie! 


. Black crows have been thrown up, three, two, and one; 4 

And here, I find, all comes, at laſt to zone / An 
Did you ſay nothing of a crow at all? 

_ Crow—Crow—perhaps I might, now I recall 3 
The matter over And, pray Sir, what was't? On 
Why I was horrid ſick, and, at the laſt, 1 
I did throw up, and told my neighbour ſo, Ar 


Something that was—as black, Sir, as a crow. 


= 0 
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ON A FADED LILLY. 


Anonymous. 


Orry why ſo droops thy head? 
Why art thou grown ſo ſadly pale? 
Alas I the ſunſhine hour is fled 
And thou haſt met the frozen gale : . 


Tis true thou'rt but a ſimple flow'r, 
Neglected by the vulgar crew ; ” 
Yet I will ſhed a filent ſhow'r, 
And bathe thy leaf with Pity's dew. 


For thou remind'ſt me of a maid, 
But late the lovelieſt of the plain; 

Who flouriſh'd in the rural ſhade, 
And, like thyſelf, wiTHOUT A STAIN ; 


THE BOUQUET. 111 


— 


EY w — TT —— - ; 
2 9 — YC 5 by | a» 1 
- l + = - b \ wy l 
— — —_— 


2 —_— a M _ 
— * 2 = 1 
* 2 — * 
— 


— —»—· . —·¹Ü— co EB we MR - — — — 


Till MAN the blaſt of flattry ſent, 
And many a cruel wile employ'd; _ 

And her miſtruſtleſs heart was rent, 
And all her vernal peace deſtroy'd. 


2 


1 
Xx 
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| 
| 
4 
| 
: 
1 


For this, if chance I caſt mine eye, 
On ſome loſt lilly drooping low ; 

I never fail to heave a ſigh, 
And think on poor Lov1sA's woe. 


a! 


AN HYMN. 
Anonymous. 


" 
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CARAT God, from thy all- ſeeing eye, 
Weak man, in vain, attempts to fly; 
Through ſpace immeaſur'd, unconfin'd, 
Thou hold'ſt thy audit, mighty Mind 
Nor thought, nor word, nor act can be 
Kept ſecret, and conceal'd from thee : 
All- active, thou inſpir'ſt the whole, 1 
With vivid, univerſal ſoul. 4 
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If 'mongſt yon glowing orbs I riſe, 
And ruth into the trackleſs ſkies, 
Thy vivifying preſence reigns 

Upon thoſe bright, zthereal plains : 
Stars learn to ſhine by thy command, 
And planets own thy guiding hand; 
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Propell'd by thy unerring force, 
Each dancing runs his fixed courſe, 


If, drawn by gravitation's law, 

I to the conſtant centre go,— 

Or to the chambers of the tomb, 

Shut up in earth's dark, filent womb, | 

In hope t elude thy piercing eye, 

And wrapt in ſhade unnotic'd lie ;— 

In vain:— Though nought to me appear, 
-- *Tis light to thee, for thou art there. 


If, on the pinions of a dove, 

Swift through the yielding air 1 move, 
To where the ſur firſt chears our ſight, 
Or where he dips his orb in night, 
Or ſeek the regions of the pole, 
Where froſt-bound ſeas forget to roll ; 
Yet, ſtill a ſhade I ſtrive to gain 
—— to thee,—in vain. 


T ow teach my ſoul, that foark divine, 
Abſurd evaſions to decline; 

A portion of thy grace impart 

To mould anew this rebel heart : 

Give me that living faith to prove 

That fear diſpels, and works by love z 
Then within earth, or ſtars among, 
Redeeming love ſhall be my ſong. 


— 
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ON OPENING THE LEICESTER INFIRMARY. 


By Foſeph Cradock, Eſq. 


Lo! on the thorny bed of Care 
The trembling victim lies, 
Deep ſunk his eye-balls with deſpair, 
What friendly hand his want fupplies ? 
Deplore his fate to woes conſign'd, 
Deplore the fate of human kind. 


Forbear to murmur at Heaven's high decree, 
Nor ſwell the bulk of human miſery. 
Think not in vain the pitying tear 
To thoughtleſs man was giv'n; 
Sweet as the morn its dews appear, 
A balmy incenſe in the ſight of Heav'n. 


Here ſhall ſoft CHART x repair, 
And break the bonds of grief, 
Down the flinty couch of Care 
Man to man muſt bring relief. 


Why lingers then the gen'rous flame? 
Awake an high enraptur'd ſtrain— 
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Breathe louder yet—nor yet refrain— 
Again—repeat—and yet again— 
To hail the work the full-yoic'd choir we raiſe, 
And all unite to ſing Jehovah's praiſe. 
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INSCRIPTION 1 


On the Monument of 4 Gentleman and his Wife, 
—— 
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Wurx Cambridge gave thee two degrees of art, 
And love poſseſt thee maſter of my heart, 

Thy college fellowſhip thou left for mine, | 
And nought but death could ſep'rate me from thine, 
Thirty-five years we liv'd in wedlock's bands, 
Conjoined in our hearts as well as hands : 

But Death the bodies of beſt friends divides, 

And in the earth's cloſe womb their relics hides: 
Yet here they are not loſt, but ſown, that-they 
May riſe more glorious at the judgment day. 


* 
— — — — — — 
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THE NIMMERS, 


By Dr. Byrom. 

rr rr mmm 
Two foot companions once in deep diſcourſe, 
Tom, ſays the one—let's go and ſteal a horſe, 
Steal! ſays the other, in a huge ſurprize, 
He that ſays I'm a thief—l fay he lies. 
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Well, well, replies his friend, —no fuch affront, 

did but aſk ye—if you won't—you won't. 

& they jogg'd on— till, in another ſtrain, 

The queriſt mov'd to bone Tom again; 7 
Suppoſe, ſays he for ſuppoſition's ſake— | 
is but a ſuppoſition that I make,. 

Suppoſe—that we ſhould filch a horſe, I ſay? 

Filch! filch! quoth Tom, —demurring by the way; 
That's not ſo bad as downright theft—I own— 
But—yet—methinks—twere better let alone: 

t ſoundeth ſomething pitiful, and low; 


hall we go filch a horſe you ſay—why, no— 


Il fich no filching!—and T'll tell no lie; 
Hey the beſt policy, ſay I. 


Struck with ſuch vaſt integrity quite dumb 
His comrade paus'd—at laſt ſays he—come, come : 
Thou art an boneft fellow I agree * 
Honeſt and poor ?—alas! that ſhou'd not be: 
And dry into the bargain—and no drink / 
Shall we go nim a horſe, Tom—what doſt' think. 


How clear things are when liquor's in the caſe ! 
Tom anſwers quick, with caſuiſtic grace, 
Nim, yes, yes, yes, let's nim with all my heart, 
| ſee no harm in nimming, for my part; 
Hard is the caſe, now I look ſharp into't, 
That Honeſiy ſhou'd trudge ith? dirt a foot; 


. 
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So many empty horſes round about, 8 
That Honefty ſhould wear its bottoms out; 
Befides— ſhall Honeftly be choak'd with thirſt ? 
Were it my Lord Mayor's horſe—l'd im it firſt, 
And by the by—my lad—no ſcrubby tit 
There is the beſt that ever wore a bit, 

Not far from hence—l take ye, quoth his friend, 
Is not yon ſtable, Tom, our We end ? 


_—=q 


Good wits will jump—both meant the very ſteed; 
The top o'th* country both for ſhape and ſpeed : 


So to't they went—and, with a halter round 
His feather'd neck, they nim'd him off the ground. W 
And now, good people, we ſhould next relate 
Of theſe adventurers the luckleſs fate : * 
Poor Tom !—but here the ſequel is to ſeek, " 
Not being yet tranſlated from the Greek : 
Some ſay, that Tom would boneftly have peacht, * 
But by his blabbing friend was over- reacht; 
Others inſiſt upon't, that both the elves 1 
Were in like manner, halter-nim'd themſelves. T 
It matters not The moral is the thing, Py A 
For which our purpoſe, neighbours, was to ſing. 
If it ſhould hit ſome few amongſt the throng, N 
Let 'em not lay the fault upon the ſong. * 


Fair warning all: He that has got a cap, 
Now put it on—or elſe beware a rap: 
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s but a ſhort one, it is true, but yet, 

Ils a long reach with it videlicet, 

ſwixt right, and wrong, how many gentle trimmers 

ill neither ſteal, nor filch, but will be plaguy nimmers ! 


— 
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CARELESS CONTENT. 
By the Same. 


I a content, I do not care, 

Wag as it will the world for me; 
When fuſs, and fret was all my fare, 
It got no ground as I could ſee: 
So when away my caring went, 

I counted coſt, and was content. 


With more of thanks, and leſs of thought, 
I ſtrive to make my matters meet ; 

To ſeek what ancient ſages ſought, 
Phyſic and food, in ſour and ſweet: 

To take what paſses in good part, 

And keep the hiccups from the heart. 


With good and gentle humour'd hearts, 
I chooſe to chat where'er I come ; 

Whate'er the ſubject be that ſtarts ; 

But if I get among the glum, 
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I hold my tongue to tell the troth, 
And keep my breath to cool my broth. 


For chance or change, of peace or pain; 
For fortune's favour, or her frown; 
For lack or glut, for loſs or gain, 
I never dodge, nor up nor down : 
But ſwing what way the ſhip ſhall ſwim, 
Or tack about, with equal trim. 


I ſuit not where I ſhall not ſpeed, 

Nor trace the turn of ev'ry tide ; 

If ſimple ſenſe will nat ſucceed, 
I make no buſtling, but abide : 

For ſhining wealth, or ſcaring woe, 

I force no friend, 1 fear no foe. 

Of ups and downs, of ins and outs, 
Of they're th wrong, and we're it right, 

I ſhun the rancours, and the routs, 
And wiſhing well to ev'ry wight, 

Whatever turn the matter takes, 

I deem it all but ducks and drakes. 


With whom I feaſt I do not fawn, 

Nor if the folks ſhould flout me, faint ; 
If wonted welcome be withdrawn, 

I cook no kind of a complaint : 
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"With none © difpolb.to diſagree, 
But like them beſt who beſt like me. 


Not that I rate myſelf the rule 
How all my betters ſhould behave ;- 
But fame ſhall find me noman's fool, 
Nor to a ſet of men a ſlave: 
love a friendſhip free and frank, 
And hate to hang upon a hank. 


Fond of a true and truſty tie, 
I never looſe where'er I link ; 
Tho' if a bus'neſs budges by, 
I talk thereon juſt as I think: 
My word, my work, my heart, my hand, 
Still, on a ſide, together ſtand, 


If names or notions make a noiſe, 
Whatever hap the queſtion hath, 
The point impartially I poiſe, 
And read and write, but without wrath ; 
For ſhould I burn, and break my brains, 
Pray, who will pay me for my pains ? 


Iloye my neighbour as myſelf, 
Myſelf like him too, by his leave ; 
Nor to his pleaſure, pow'r, or pelf, 
Came I to crouch, as I conceive : 
Dame Nature doubtleſs has deſign'd 
A man, the monarch of his mind. 


— 
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Now taſte and — temper, Ge 5 
Mood it, and brood it in your breaſt; 
Or if ye ween, for worldly ſtirs, 

That man does right to mar his reſt, 
Let me be deft, and debonair, 
Jan content, I do not care 
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THE BEAU AND THE BEDLAMITE, 
By the Same. | 


A Parixxr in Bedlam that did pretty well, 

Was permitted ſometimes to go out of his cell : 
One day, when they gave him that freedom, he ſpy'd 
A beauiſh young ſpark with a ſword by his fide; 
With a huge ſilver hilt, and a ſcabbard for ſteel, 
That ſwung a due length, from his hip to his heel. 


When he ſaw him advance on the gallery ground, 
The Bedlamite ran and ſurvey'd him all round; 
While a waiter ſuppreſst the young Captain's alarm, 
With—“ You need not to fear Sir, he'll do you ne barn. 
At the laſt he broke out, aye, a very fine ſhow! 
May I aſk him one queſtion What's that? ſaid the Bei 


Pray what is that long, dangling, cumberſome thing, 
That you ſeem to be ti'd to with ribband and ſtring! 
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Fty, that is my ſword and what is it to do: 

Il my enemies, maſter, by running them thro 
Ill your enemies! kill a fool's head of your own 
Ney'll die of themſelves if youll let them alone. 


1 — ——jÜ— 
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ON LOFE. 
By Mrs. Barbauld. 


Come here, fond youth, whoeer thou be, 
That boaſts to love as well as me; 

And if thy breaſt have felt ſo wide a wound, 
Come hither, and thy flame approve ; 
I'll teach thee what it is to love, 

And by what marks true paſsion may be found. 


It is to be all bath'd in tears ; 
To live upon a ſmile for years; 
Tolie whole ages at a Beauty's feet ; 
To kneel, to languiſh, and implore, 
And ſtill, though ſhe diſdain, adore : 
[tis to do all this, and think thy ſuff*rings ſweet. 


It is to gaze upon her eyes, 
With eager joy and fond ſurpriſe, 
Yet temtper'd with ſuch chaſte and graceful fear 
ol. 11, Q 
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As wretches feel who wait their 2 z' 
Nor muſt one ruder thought preſume, 


Though but in whiſpers breath'd, to meet her ear, 


It is to hope, though hope were loſt, 
Though heav'n and earth thy paſsion croſt: 
Tho? ſhe was bright as ſainted queens above, 
And thou the leaſt and meaneſt ſwain 
That folds his flock upon the plain, 


Vet if thou dar'ſt not hope, thou doſt not love. 


It is to quench thy joy in tears; 


To nurſe ſtrange doubts and groundleſs fears; 


If pangs of jealouſy thou haſt not prov'd, 
Tho? ſhe were fonder and more true, 
Than any nymph old poets drew, 
O never dream again that thou haſt loy'd. 


If when the darling maid is gone, 
Thou doſt not ſeek to be alone, 
Wrapt in a pleaſing trance of tender woe, 
And nurſe, and fold thy languid arms, 
Feeding thy fancy on her charms, 
Thou doſt not love—for love is nouriſh'd ſo. 


If any hopes thy boſom ſhare, _ 
But thoſe which Love has planted there, 
Or any cares but his thy breaſt eathral, 


\| 
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Thou never yet his power haſt known, 
Love ſits on a deſpotic throne, 
And reigns a tyrant if he reigns at all. 


Now if thou art ſo loſt a thing, 
Here all thy tender ſorrows bring, 
And prove whoſe patience longeſt can endure ; 
We'll ſtrive whoſe fancy ſhall be loſt 
In dreams of fondeſt paſsion moſt— 
For if thou thus haſt lov'd, oh | never hope a cure. 


" EPITAPH, 
By a Huſband. 


Wurx Sorrow weeps o'er Virtue's ſacred duſt, 

Our tears become us, and our grief is juſt. 

Such were the tears he ſhed, who grateful pays 

This laſt ſad tribute of his love and praiſe ; 

Who mourns the beſt of wives and friends combin'd, 
Whoſe female ſoftneſs reach'd a manly mind ; 

Mourns, but not murmurs; ſighs, but not deſpairs; 
Feels as a man, but as a Chriſtian bears. 
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TO A RIVER OVERFLOWING. 


Anonymous. 


You who, o'erwhelming, ruins like a ſea, 
When by your ſpread I ſee with fury hurl'd 
About the fields the ruſtic's induſtry, 
I view a picture of the moral world ; 


Whoſe courſe is deaf*ning as the boiſt'rous wave, 

When headlong Paſsion does its currents ride; 

It ſpoils, o'erthrows, and ſwallows like the grave, 
Then ſinks and falls, as does your ebbing tide. 


Yet as your waters ever glide along, 

So life flows onward in its wonted way; 
Nothing is found that can your ſtay prolong, 
And but this diff” rence both your ends pourtray : 

' Your ſtreams flow duly tow'rds your parent brine, 
Mlan ever deviates from his ſource divine! 


_— 
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THE WISH. 


A nonymous. 
— —— —  — 


Wurxx I poſseſs'd of India's — 
Or land and fleecy ſtore, 

My mind would ſtill a ſomething want, 
And ſtill would wiſh for more. 


Should I the ſummit have attain'd 
Of honour and renown ; u g 

Yet ſhould I ſtill ſome bleſsing crave, vl 
All other joys to crown. 


Should laurels, gain'd by juſter mode, 
Encircle o'er my brow, | j 
That would not happineſs confer, : THI 
Nor peace of mind beſtow. 


Should Fortune ſmile” on all my hopes, = 
And earthly joys increaſe, l 
Still would my heart a vacuum find, 1 
And long for a releaſe. | | 
'Tis Heav'n alone can ſatisfy 
Th expanded mind of man; 
'Tis immortality alone 
Enlivens every plan, \ 


* 
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Grant me, O Heaven l while here on earth, 

How long, how ſhort 't may be; 

To know that I immortal am, 

PI leave the reſt to thee | ' 
—— 
TO THE MEMORY OF DR. STONE HOUSE's LADY. 

By Miſs Hannah Moore. 


Cour, RESIGNATION | wipe the human tear, 


Domeſtic Anguiſh drops o'er VikTve's bier, 
Bid ſelfiſh Sorrow huſh the fond complaint, 
Nor from the God ſhe lov'd detain the Saint, 


Truth, Meekneſs, Patience, honour'd ſhade! were thin 
And holy HorE, and CHariTyY divine: 

Tho? theſe thy forfeit being could not ſave, 

Thy Far ſubdu'd the terrors of the grave. 

Oh! if thy living excellence could teach, 

Darn has a loftier emphaſis of ſpeech: 

In death thy laſt, beſt leſson ſtill impart, 

And write, PREPARE TO DIE| on ev'ry heart, 
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IMPROMPTU ON 4 DYING BIRD. 


By a Lady. 
—̃̃ —_ 


Parry fluttering, dying bird, 

And is at length, then, death preferr'd 
To all thy maſter's care could give, 

To all, thy nature could receive; 

Now that thy mates by death are free, 
The world has left no joys for thee. 
Mourning, faithful, fluttering bird, 
Thy mates can never be reſtor'd'; 

But human privilege is this, — 

They part in hopes to meet in bliſs. 


2 
„ ee 


CHARITY. 


By Prior. 
— — 


Dip ſweeter ſounds adorn my flowing tongue, 
Than ever man pronounc'd or angel ſung : 
Had IT all knowledge, human and divine, 
That thought can reach, or ſcience can define ; 


* 
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And had I power to give that W birth 
In all the ſpeeches of the babbling earth: 

Did Shadrach's zeal my glowing breaſt inſpire, 
To weary tortures, and rejoice in fire, 

Or had I faith like that which Iſrael ſaw, 
When Moſes gave them miracles and law : 
Yet, gracious Charity, indulgent gueſt, 

Were not thy pow'r exerted in my breaſt; 
Thoſe ſpeeches would ſend up unheeded pray'r: 
That ſcorn of life would be but wild deſpair : 
A tymbal's ſound were better than my voice: 
My faith were form : my eloquence were noiſe, 


Charity, decent, WY eaſy, kind, 

Softens the high, and rears the abject mind; 
Knows with juſt reins, and gentle hand to guide 
Betwixt vile ſhame, and arbitrary pride. 

Not ſoon provok'd, ſhe eaſily forgives, 

And much ſhe ſuffers, as ſhe much believes. 
Soft peace ſhe brings where-ever ſhe arrives: 
She builds our quiet, as ſhe forms our lives: 
Lays the rough paths of peeviſh Nature even: 
And opens in each heart a little heav'n. 

Each other gift, which God on man beſtows, 
Its proper bounds, and due reſtriftion knows; 
To one fixt purpoſe dedicates its pow'r; 
And finiſhing its act, exiſts no more. 
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Thus in obedience' to what heav'n decrees, * 
Knowledge ſhall fail, and prophecy ſhall ceaſe: 

But laſting Charity's more ample fway, 8 
Nor bound by time, nor ſubject to decay, 

n happy triumph ſhall for ever live, * 
And endleſs good diffaſe; and endleſs praiſe receive. 


A; through the artiſt's intervening glaſs, 
Our eye obſerves the diſtant planets paſs ; _ | 
Alittle we diſcover ; but allow, I. 
That more remains unſeen than art can ſhow : 

do whilſt our mind it's knowledge would improve 
les feeble eye intent on things above) | 

High as we may, we lift our reaſon up, 

By Faith directed, and confirm'd by Hope: 

Yet are we able only to ſurvey _ 

Dawnings of beams, and promiſes of day. = 
Heaven's fuller efluence mocks our dazzled ſight ; mi 
Too great its ſwiftneſs, and too ſtrong its light. 


But ſoon the mediate clouds ſhall be diſpelPd : | 
The ſun ſhall ſoon be face to face beheld, | 
In all his robes, with all his glory on, 

Sated ſublime on his meridian throne. 4 


Then conſtant Faith, and holy Hope ſhall die, 

One loſt in certainty, and one in joy: 

Whilſt thou, more happy pow'r, fair Charity, 
VOL. 11, R 
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Triumphant ſiſter, greateſt of the 3 
Thy office and thy nature {till the ſame, 
Laſting thy lamp, and unconſum'd thy fame, 
Shalt ſtill ſurvive— | 
' Shalt ſtand before the hoſt of ee 
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For ever bleſsing, and for ever bleſt. To! 
| : 1 T. 

* Low 

0 V 

4 MORNING H * 

By M IS. Dixes. Ke 

mmm Ge | v 


Awake my ſoul! in concert join, 
Soul of my ſoul ! the praiſe inſpire. 
Shall every creature's ſong but thine 
Be heard in Nature's grateful choir? 


*Ere one bright beam the ſun diſplays, 
The chearful lark has rous'd his mate; 
They ſpread their wings and tune their lays, 

* Attempt the clouds, and ſing in ſtate,. 


Who gave the roſe that lovely bloom: 
Who gives the tender bud to blow ? 

Whither aſcends their ſweet perfume, 
The incenſe of the early dew+ 
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Who bounds the ocean's reſtleſs wave Far 
From whom do chryſtal fountains flow, 

From whom the bleſsings which we crave? 
And whither do we wiſh to go? 


To him, my ſoul, great Lord of all 1 
To him, thy ardent thanks return, 

Low at his footſtool humbly fall, 
Who gives us yet another morn. 


Another morn to raiſe the ſoul 
Beyond the daring lark's acceſs, 
Where nothing can our hopes contraul, 
Where joy admits of no increaſe, 


But, O beware | ten thouſand ſnares 
Lurk in the ſhade of this day's fun : 

Whatever ſhape the tempter wears, 
The tempted certain dangers run. 


Whether ſoft pleaſures ſtrew the way, 
Or thorny cares our ſteps purſue, 
An equal malice they betray ; 
In both extremes we meet a foe. 


Then hear me | Great Eternal, hear! = 
Through the dark night my ſole defence ! i 
Be Thou in every waking hour Ft 
The guardian of my innocence. .. 
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From Mon, from all abs, | 
To the Eternal Tuzzs be praiſes, F 
Being of Beings! Source of Love}. 


—_— my ſong, conduct my ways. 


* 
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AN EVENING um 
By the ſame. | 


Cons, bleſsed Spirit, great Three-One! 
My languid ſoul inſpire; 
Help me to do what muſt be done, 
Ere I to reſt retire. 


The morn is paſt, the noon-tide oer; 
And the declining ſun, 
Odedient to creative power, 
His ſteady courſe has run. 


Perhaps, no more on earth to riſe, 
At leaſt, to ſhine on me; 


The cloſe of night, may cloſe theſe _ 
To all eternity. | 


Reflect, my ſoul, the days and years, 
The hours of dark account; 

Trifling purſuits, and fruitleſs cares, 
To what do they amount ? 
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Ere thou preſume to lay thy head 
On thy ſoft pillow down, 
Call the Ayu. 4 to thine aid, 


——— in perfeRt peace 
No guilt of heart, or tongue? 


Are there no paſsions to repreſs ; 
Nothing to wiſh undane ? 


What, tho to-morrow's dawn behold, 
This corruptible frame, | 
Like a pale object ſtiff and cold, 
And nothing but a-name ? 


My ſoul, Ja Ht may tow'ring fly, 
Borne on ſoft Mercy's wing, 
Through all the wonders of the ſky, 


Toward heaven's Almighty king. 


The angelick hoſts, for ever pure, 
My late return ſhall bleſs ; 
Nor fin, nor forrow, ever more, 


Conſpire againſt my peace. 


Then O, ye lov'd! ye darling few ! 
On earth my joy ! my care 

We ſhall again our loves renew, 
As laſting as ſincere. 
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ON SEEING AN OLD MAN BEGGING. 


By Dr. Dodd. 


1 


Au me behold! where trembling palſied poor, 
Bent down with years yon aged father ſtands! 
Plac'd by the public-way, his lips implore 
A ſcanty gift from paſsing pitying hands ! 


See, while whirling careleſs by 
Pompous equipages fly, 

From his bald head, as it ſhakes, 

His wither'd hand the covering takes; 
Holds its forth, and humbly ſues, 

« Oh, for mercy don't refuſe, 

& From your plenty to beſtow, 

« Mite on age depreſs'd with woe! 

e Seventy years have left me here, 
„ Friendleſs, helpleſs, weak, and bare; 
% Mercy, tender mercy ſhew, 
“ Upon age depreſs'd with woe,” 


* 


Old fire! thou need'ſt not aſk of me, 
I have an heart which feels for thee ! 
Feels for myſelf, and for my kind, 
While ſad reflection fills my mind 
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After alife of ſeventy years, 


in labour ſpent, and fraught with cares; | 
Thus doth the toilſome journey end, 


With loſs of engl, ſupport, and friend! 


Thou gracious Gop! whoſe works all hanatoous prove 
Thy care paternal of the human race, 
Teach me the tokens of thy general love, 
In ſuch an object teach me, Lord | to trace. 
Hail IMMORTALITY ! I fee, 
Its ample proof, old fire! in thee. 
Hail IMMORTALITY! man's pride! 
The God, the God is juſtify'd ! 
Or age, or pain, or want attend 
The mortal at his journey's end, 
Swift ſhall a mighty change enſue : 
Such miracles the grave can do ! 


Yet muſt the mind for realms of bliſs be —_ 
Nor foul or ſordid thoughts incruſt it o'er. 
How hard for thoſe to *ſcape, whoſe creeping feet 
Bear them to beg vile alms from door to door! 
Some ſtates there are ſo wretched—I admire 
How human nature can the weight ſuſtain | 
But quench'd in ſuch is that celeſtial fire, 
Which gives the generous heart its honeſt pain. 
Then, hear me, heav'n1 whate'er of ills befall, 
Bleſs'd independence grant me to maintain; 
Come age with all its woes, I'll bear them all, 
Nor ever impious at thy will complain 


\ 
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But take not, never from me take, 
The heart which loves to feel and ake, 
Ake at ſorrow's ſore diſtreſd, 
Feel, as quick to aid and bleſs - 
Never to my pow'r deny 
+ | Means, the wretched' to ſupply : 
Never from my foul remove 
The luxury of Chriſtian love! 
, Then, what thou wilt, or take or give 
For this, this, only, is to live. 


THE DYING KID. 


By Sbenſtone. 
2 


Arran bedews my DELIA's eye, 
To think yon play ful kid muſt die; 
From cryſtal ſpring, and flowery mead, 
Muſt, in his prime of life, xecede ! 


Erewhile, in ſportive circles round 

She ſaw him wheel, and friſk, and bound; 

From rock to rock purſue his way, 
And, on the fearful margin, play. 


Pleas'd on his various freaks to dwell, 

. She ſaw him climb my ruſtic cell ; 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright, 
And ſeem all raviſh'd at the ſight, 
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She tells, with what delight he ſtood, 
To trace his features in the flood; 
Then ſkip'd aloof with quaint amaze ; 
And then drew near again to gaze. 


She tells me how with eager ſpeed 
He flew, to hear my vocal reed; 
And how, with critic face profound, 
And ſtedfaſt ear, devour'd the found. 


His every frolic, light as air, 

Deſerves the gentle DRLIA's care; 
And tears bedew her tender eye, 

To think the playful kid muſt die.— 


But knows my DELIA, timely wiſe, 
How ſoon this blameleſs zra flies ? 
While violence and craft ſucceed ; 
Unfair deſign, and ruthleſs deed! 


Soon would the vine his wounds deplore, 

And yield her purple gifts no more ; 

Ah ſoon, eras'd from every grove 

Were DEL1A's name, and STREPHON's love. 


No more thoſe bow'rs might STREPHON ſee 

Where firſt he fondly gaz'd on thee; 

No more thoſe beds of flow'rets find, 

Which for thy charming brows he twin'd. 
vol. 11, s 
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Each wayward paſsion ſoon would tear 
His boſom, now ſo void of care; 

And, when they left his ebbing vein, - 
What, but inſipid age, remain? 


Then mourn not the decrees of fate, 
That gave his life ſo ſnort a date; 
And I will join thy tendereſt ſighs, 
To think that youth ſo ſwiftly flies! 


—U—ʃ : — 
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ELEGY, WRITTEN AT SEA. 
From Caſpapina's Letters, 


« HEAv'x gave the word” Dr! once more fare- 
wel! 
Ah me! how fleeting all our joys are found! 
The pangs thy tender heart can tell, 
For pangs like mine that tender heart muſt wound. 


Snatch'd from thy arms, to diſtant lands I roam 
And face the horrors of the howling ſea, 

Far from my long-lov'd friends and native home, 
And far, my DELIAI ah too far from thee. 


No more thy pleaſing converſe chears my ſoul, 
And ſmooths my paſsage thro? life's rugged way; 

Thy ſmiles no more my wonted cares controul, _ 
And give new glories to the golden day. 


I ſe 
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No more with thee I hail th' approach of dawn, 
And hand in hand the varied landſcape rove, 

Where foſtering gales inveſt the dew-bright lawn, 
Unlock the garden's ſweets, or fan the grove.. | 


* 


With notes accordant to thy ſkilful tongue, 
No more I ſeek my doric reed to tune; 
No more the tender melody prolong, 
And chide the envious hours that fleet too ſoon. 


— 
— — 


* 


When ſinks in Ocean's bed the ſource of light, 
And Darkneſs drear his raven pinion ſpreads, 

Chearleſs and lone I paſs the lingering night, 
With thoughts congenial to its deepeſt ſhades. 


Unleſs, perchance, my weary watchful eyes 
Sleep's balmy charm no longer can refuſe, 

Then ſwift to thee my ſoul unfetter'd flies, 
And each paſt ſcene of tenderneſs renews. 


With all that winning grace I ſee thee move, 
That firſt endear'd thy yielding heart to mine, 
When, ſoften'd by the flame of virtuous love, 
I led thee bluſhing to the hallow'd ſhrine. 


| ſee thee too, thou partner of my heart, 
With all a mother's tender feelings bleſt, 
The frequent glance, the kiſs, the tear impart, 
And preſs the ſmiling infant to thy breaſt. 
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Eager 1 ——— ſhare— 
My boſom bounds with raptures felt before: 

But ſwift the ſoothing viſion ſinks in air, 

Winds howl around and reſtleſs billows roar. 


Ev'n now, whilft prompted by the pleaſing paſt, 
In artleſs numbers flows this penſive lay, 

The tott'ring veſsel quivers with the blaſt, / 
And angry clouds obſcure the chearful day. 


ON 


Yet why repine ?—my anxious breaſt, be till! 
No human bliſs is free from foul alloy; 
But what at preſent bears the face of ill, 
May end in ſmiling peace and laſting joy. 


Soon may that Power n whoſe dread command 
Can ſtill the tumults of the raging main, 

Throꝰ paths of danger with unerring hand, 
Guide me to thee and happineſs again, 


In him, my DEL1a, then thy truſt repoſe : 
"Tis he alone the joyleſs boſom chears ; 

He ſooths, when abſent, all our heart-felt woes, 
At home our ſoft domeſtic ſcene endears, © 
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ODE, 
on THE ANNIVERSARY MEETING AT ADDEN+s 
BROOKE'S HOSPITAL, CAMBRIDGE. 
Anonymous. 
— — 
Iurarizur waiting for the ſound 
Of Fate's dread ſummons to relieve his woes, 


The weary mortal throws his eyes around, 
And begs that Death his wretehed life may cloſe. 


Sunk on Affliftion's flinty bed 
Diſtreſt, forlorn, he gaſping lies; 
' Diſeaſe ſtill hovers o'er his head, 
And Fate the wiſh'd-for boon denies! 


The pangs of Poverty diſtract his ſoul ! 
Tormenting horrors through his ſpirits roll! 
Scarce able Life's affliting weight to bear, 

He mourns, he pines, he lingers with deſpair! 


Who ſhall relieve the wretch's care? 
What heart-reviving friend is near, 
To calm the tumult in his breaſt, 
And huſh his troubles into reſt? 


—_ THE nOUgUEr. | 
A ſtream may mg burſting forth with ſighs, 
His heart o'erwhelms, and drowns his care-ſhry 


cheek, 
Whilſt murm'ring torrents, which ſuccelaiv riſe, A 
The torture of his ſoul beſpeak. 
He weeps—but weeps not long in vain, 
For PiTY warms the human breaſt! 
The pearly bleſsing ſtarting from her eye Ven 
Lulls into peace the melancholy ſigh ; Aſter lo 
' * © * BENEVOLENCE, celeſtial maid, uud pal 
Extends her ſorrow- ſoothing aid, ed by | 
PLENTY relieves where PexuRrY oppreſt, chovah 
And CHARITY alleviates the pain! 1s pra 
þ That ſa 
Rouze, then, to a of grateful j joy nd {o1 
The ſleeping lyre's harmonious ftring; e 
Extend your voices through the yielding ſky, . fa 
And make th' enraptur'd heavens ring! IT hie 
| | mong 
Awake the harp! Attune the lute! Vhy fl 
Breathe in ſoft ſtrains the melting flute! Vhy tu 
And fwell the choir till Heaven's high concave rings IPbake e 
With ecchoing praiſes to the KING QF KINGS! df him 
| hat g 


nd m 
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A PARAPHRASE ON PSALM CXIV. 


* 1 


——— — — 


Vazx the bleſt ſeed of Terah's faithful ſon 

\fter long toil their liberty had won, 

uud paſt from Pharian fields to Canaan land, 

ed by the ſtrength of the Almighty's hand, 
chovah's wonders were in Iſrael ſhown, 

s praiſe and glory was in Iſrael known. 

That ſaw the troubled ſea, and ſhivering fled, 

nd ſought to hide his froth-becurled head 

win the earth; Jordan's clear ſtreams recoil, 

\; a faint hoſt that hath receiv'd the foil. 

The high huge bellied mountains ſkip like rams, 
mongſt their ewes, the little hills like lambs. 

Vhy fled the ocean? and why ſkipt the mountains ? 
Vhy turned Jordan tow'rd his chryſtal fountains ? 
lake earth, and at the preſence be aghaſt 
Vf him that ever was, and ay ſhall laſt, 

hat glaſsy floods from rugged rocks can cruſh, 
nd make ſoft rills from fiery flint-ſtones guſh. 
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ODE TO MERCY. 
Anonymous. 


Evxx gentle, ever fair, 

Mkr, with thy placid air, 
With thy boſom-burſting ſigh 
With thy tear bedewed eye; 
With thy heart for ever prone 
To redreſs the wretch's moan ; 
Willing footſteps hither bend, 
Human nature's feeling friend, 
Who doſt all offences ſee, F 
Thro? the meek glaſs'of charity; 
Of thy ſoft'ning touch debarr'd, 
Human hearts, alas! how hard : 
Thou can'ſt melt at others woes; 
Thou can'ſt ſmile upon thy foes ; 
Thou can'ſt feel for the oppreſt; 
Thou can'ſt grieve for the diſtreſt. 
Nor does thy attention fail, 

To the ſoft pathetic tale; 

Thoꝰ a fiction in diſguiſe, 
Gen'rous ſtreams o'erwhelm thine eyes; 
Human crimes ſtill prompt to lave, 


Like Betheſda's healing wave. VOL 


© 
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Ah! who would thy charms forego, 
For the gaudy phantom ſhow ? 

Who would covet to be bleft 

By the pangs of the diſtreſt ? 

Who would hear the-wretch complain, 
Of the tyrant's galling chain, 

And to diſtant regions borne; . 
Freedom and his kindred mourn ? 

Men like thoſe their peace deſtroy, 
Cankers eat their buds of joy. 

What 1s't all ſuch actions bring? 
Conſcience, with a ſcorpion's ſting! 
Who would Want's pale viſage ſee, 
Yet conſult Frugality ? 

Let the man who fears the loſs, 

To himſelf take up the croſs. _ | 
Where's the wretch would hardneſs ſhow, 
To a being pinch'd by woe? 

Or with ſternneſs ſhut his door, 
To the crying of the poor? 
Gates of heaven to him will cloſe 
Who is deaf to human woes, 
MzRrcCy's GATE who cannot ope, 
Is a wretch depriv'd of hope. 
Since 'tis MERCY gains the prize, 
MERCY and not SACRIFICE. 
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AN ELEGY ON 4 BLACKBIRD. 
By Fago. 
: _ E— 4 
Tas ſun had chac'd the winter ſnow, 
And kindly loog'd the froſt-bound ſoil ; 
The melting ſtreams began to flow, 
And ploughmen urg'd their annual toil. 


"Twas then amidſt the vernal throng, 
Whom Nature wakes to mirth and love, 


A BLACKBIRD rais'd his amorous ſong, 
And thus it echo'd through the grove. 


Ol faireſt of the feather'd train, | rn; 
© For whom I ſing, for whom I burn; © Ir 
© Attend with pity to my ſtrain, por 
© And grant my love a kind return. « þ 
— 
© See, ſee, the winter ſtorms are flown, To 
And zephyrs gently fan the air! v 
© Let us the genial influence own! * (WI 
Let us the vernal paſtime ſhare. « ( 
The raven plumes his jetty wing, An 
© To pleaſe his croaking paramour; - 
© The larks reſponſive love-tales ſing, At 


© And tell their paſsion as they ſoar. | © 


THE BOUQUET. 1 
—— — . — 
But truſt me, love, the raven's wing j 
© Is not to be compar'd with mine; 
Nor can the lark ſo ſweetly ſing 
As I, who ſtrength with ſweetneſs join, 


(With thee I'll prove the ſweets of love, 
© With thee divide the cares of life; 
No fonder huſband in the grove, 
Nor none than thee a happier wife. 


ll lead thee to the cleareſt rill, 

© Whoſe ſtreams among the pebbles ſtray ; 
There will we fit and ſip our fill, 

Or on the flow'ry border play. 


ul guide thee to the thickeſt brake, 
© Impervious to the ſchool-boy's eye: 
For thee, the plaſter'd neſt I'll make, 
© And on thy downy pinions he. 


To get thee food I'll range the fields, 
And cull the beſt of every kind; 

Whatever Nature's bounty yields, 
Or Love's aſsiduous care can find. 


And when my lovely mate would ſtray, 
To taſte the ſummer ſweets at large, 

At home I'll wait the live- long day, 
And tend at home our infant charge, 
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« When prompted by a mother's care, 


Thy warmth. ſhall form th impriſon'd young, 


© With thee the taſk I'll fondly ſhare, . 
© Or chear thy labours with my ſong.* | 


He ceas'd his ſong. The melting dame, 

With tender pity heard his ſtrain; ' 
She felt, ſhe own'd a mutual flame, 

And haſten'd to relieve his pain. 


He led her to the nuptial bow'r, 

And neſtled cloſely by her ſide, 
The happieſt bridegroom in that hour, 
And ſhe the moſt enamour'd bride. 


Next morn he wak'd her with a ſong— 
« Ariſe! behold the new-born day 
The lark his matin peal has rung; 
© Ariſe, my love, and come away.“ 


Together through the fields they ſtray d, 
And at the verdant riv'let's ſide, | 


Renew'd their vows, and hopp'd and play'd, - s 


With honeſt joy and decent pride. 


But Ol my muſe with pain relates 
The mournful ſequel of my tale; 
Sent by an order of the fates, 
A gunner met them in the vale. 


PPP 
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Alarm'd, the lover cry'd, 6 My dear, 

© Haſte, haſte away ! from danger fly! 
Here, gunner, turn thy vengeance here! 

© 0! ſpare my love, and let me die,” 


At him the gunner took his aim; 

The aim he. took was much too true : 
0! had he choſe ſome other game, 

Or ſhot as he had us'd to do! 


Divided pair ! forgive the wrong, 
While I with tears your fate rehearſe : 
I'll join the widow's plaintive ſong, 
And fave the lover in my verſe. 


THE SWALLOWS. 
By the ſame. 


Exx yellow Autumn from our plains retir'd, 
And gave to wintry ſtorms the varied year, 
The ſwallow-race, with foreſight clear inſpir'd, 
To ſouthern climes prepar'd their courſe to ſteer. 


On Damon's roof a grave aſsembly fate ; 

His roof a refuge to the feather'd kind; 3 
With ſerious look he mark'd the nice debate, | | 
And to his Delia thus addreſsd' his mind. | | 
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Obſerve yon abe flock, my gentle ds; | 
Obſerve and read the wond'rous ways of heavn! - 
With us through Summer's genial reign they ſtay'd, 
And food and lodging to their wants were giv'n. 


But now, through ſacred preſcience, well they know 
The near approach of elemental ſtrife ; 

The bluſtry tempeſt, and the chilling ſnow, 
With ev'ry want, and ſcourge of tender life! 


Thus taught they meditate a ſpeedy flight ; 

For this, ev'n now they prune their vig'rous wing; 
For this, conſult, adviſe, prepare, excite, 

And prove their ſtrength in many an airy ring. 


No ſorrow loads their breaſts, or ſwells their eye, | 
To quit their friendly haunts or native home; 
Nor fear they, launching on the boundleſs ſky, 
In ſearch of future ſettlements to roam. 


They feel a pow'r, an impulſe all divine 

That warns them hence ! they feel it, and obey; ; 
To this direction all their cares reſign, 

SO their deſtin'd ſtage, unmark'd their. way 


Well fare your flight! ye mild domeſtic race 
Oh! for your wings to travel with the ſun! 
Health brace your nerves, and Zephyrs aid your pace, 
Till your long voyage happily be done! 


THE BOUQUET. | 151 
dee, Delia, on my roof your gueſts to day; | 
To-morrow on my roof your gueſts no more | 
Fre yet *tis night, with haſte they wing away, 
To-morrow lands them on ſome ſafer ſhore. 


How juſt the moral in this ſcene convey'd! 

And what without a moral would we read ? 
Then mark what Damon tells his gentle maid, 
And with his leſson regiſter the deed. 


'Tis thus life's chearful ſeaſons roll away; 
Thus threats the winter of inclement age; 
Our time of action but a ſummer's day; 
And earth's frail orb the ſadly-varied ſtage! 


And does no pow'r its friendly aid diſpenſe, 
Nor give «s tidings of ſome happier clime ? 
Find we no guide in gracious Providence 
Beyond the ſtroke of Death, the verge of Time: 


Yes, yes, the ſacred oracles we hear, 
That point the path to realms of endleſs day: 
That bid our hearts, ner death, nor anguiſh fear, 
This future tranſport, that to life the way. 


Then let us timely for our flight prepare, 
And form the ſoul for her divine abode ; 
Obey the call, and truſt the leader's care 
To bring us ſafe through Virtue's paths to God, 
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An fond. 41 — exact a ſighs: - 
No doubts divert our ſteady ſteps adde 4 
Nor let us long to live, nor dread to die: 0 
Heav'n is our Hope, and Providence our Guide, 


| 
ENQUIRY AFTER HAPPINESS. 
; By Miſs Carter. | A 
— — 

Tas midnight moon ſerenely ſmiles | 1 
O' er Nature's ſoft repoſe 
No low' ring cloud obſcures the ſky, Ti 

Nor ruffling tempeſt blows. oy 

Now ev'ry paſsion ſinks to reſt, | p 
The throbbing heart lies ſtill ; -, ft ©, 

And varying ſchemes of life no more / 
Diſtract the lab'ring will. 

In filence huſh', to Reaſan's voice l 
Attends each mental power: 

Come, dear Emilia, and enjoy ; 
Reflectionꝰs fav'rite hour. — 

Come; while the peaceful ſcene invites, ( 
Let's ſearch this ample round, 

Where ſhall the lovely fleeting form 

Of Happineſs be found? 


YOL, 
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Does it amidſt the frolic mirth 
Of gay aſsemblies dwell ? 
Or hide beneath the ſolemn gloom 

That ſhades the hermit's cell? 


How oft the laughing brow of Joy 
A ſick*ning heart conceals? 
And through the cloiſter's deep receſs 
Invading Sorrow ſteals, 


In vain through beauty, fortune, wit, 
i The fugitive we trace: 
It dwells not in the faithleſs ſmile 
That brightens Clodio's face. 


Perhaps the joy to theſe deny'd, 
The heart in friendſhip finds : 

Ah! dear deluſion, gay conceit 
Of viſionary minds | 


Howe'er our varying notions rove, 
Yet all agree in one, 

To place its being in ſome ſtate 
At diſtance from our own. 


O blind to each indulgent aim 
Of pow'r ſupremely wiſe, 
Who fancy happineſs in ought 
The hand of Heav'n denies ! 
YOL, 11, U 
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Vain is alike the joy we ſeek, 85 
And vain what we poſseſs, ; 
Unleſs harmonious Reaſon tunes 
The paſsions into peace. 


To temper'd wiſhes, juſt deſires, 
Is happineſs confin'd ; | 

And deaf to Folly's call, attends 
The muſic of the mind. 0 


— — — 
— 


THE HAPPY LIFE. 


By Sir H. Wotton. 
— — 


How happy is he born or taught, 
That ſerveth not another's will; 

Whoſe armour is his honeſt thought, 
And ſimple truth his higheſt ſkill. 


Whoſe paſsions not his maſters are ; 


Whoſe ſoul is ſtill prepar'd for death ; Tas ] 
Not ty'd unto the world with care a With 
Of princes ear, or vulgar breath: Wo * * 

| o gr, 

Who hath his life from rumours freed; To be 
Whoſe conſcience is his ſtrong retreat, ls not 
Whoſe ſtate can neither flatterers feed Toutl 


Nor ruin make oppreſsors great. Ver 1 
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Who envies none whom chance doth raiſe, ; 
Or vice { who never underſtood | 
How deepeſt wounds are given with praiſe ; 
Nor rules of ſtate, but rules of good: 


Who God doth late and early pray 
More of his grace than gifts to lend, 
And entertains the harmleſs day 
With a well-choſen book or friend! 


This man is freed from ſervile bands 
Of hope to riſe or fear to fall, 
Lord of himſelf, though not of lands ; 
And having nothing, yet hath all, 
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THE USE OF AFFLICTION, 
By Pomfret. 


Taz happieſt man that ever breath'd on earth, 
With all the glories of eſtate and birth, 

Had yet ſome anxious care to make him know 

No grandeur was above the reach of woe. 

To be from all things that diſquiet, free, 

ls not conſiſtent with humanity. 

Youth, wit, and beauty, are ſuch charming things, 
Oer which, if Affluence ſpreads her gaudy wings, 
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We think he ene who enjoys ſo ne 
No care can move, and no affliction touch.: 
Yet could we but ſome ſecret method find, 
To view the dark receſses of the mind, 
We there might ſee the hidden ſeeds of ſtrife, 
And woes in embrio rip'ning into life; 
How ſome fierce luſt, or boiſt'rous paſsion, fills 
The lab'ring ſpirit with prolific ills ; F 
Pride, Envy, or Revenge, diſtract his ſoul, 
And all right-reaſon's God-like pow'rs controul, 
But if ſhe muſt not be allow'd to fway, Pa 
Tho? all without appears ſerene and gay, Ti 
A cank'rous venom on the vitals preys, i 
And poiſons all the comforts of his days. ns 
* e 

External pomp, and viſible ſucceſs, = 
Sometimes contribute to our happineſs ; * 
But that, which makes it genuine, refin'd, C 
Is a good conſcience, and a ſoul reſign'd: A 
Then, to whatever end Affliction's ſent, F 
To try our virtues, or for puniſhment, 8 
We bear it calmly, tho' a pond'rous woe, Of: 
And ftill adore the hand that gives the blow. - _ » 
For in misfortunes this advantage lies, . B 
They make us humble, and they make us wiſe, Jon 
And he that can acquire ſuch virtues, gains I 
An ample recompenſe for all his pains, _ ; 


ON THE DIVINE ATTRIBUTES. 


By the ſame. 


. 


Powzx. 


PniLosor hx of old, in vain eſsayd 
To tell us, how this mighty frame 
Into ſuch beauteous order came; | 
But by falſe reaſonings, falſe foundations laid : 
She labour'd hard, but ſtill the more ſhe wrought, 
The more was wilder'd in the maze of thought, 
Sometimes ſhe fancy'd things to be 
Co-zval with the Deity, | 
And in the form, which now they are 
From everlaſting ages were. 
Sometimes the caſual event 
Of atoms floating in a ſpace immenſe, 
Void of all wiſdom, rule, and ſenſe, 
But, by a lucky accident, 
Jumbled into this ſcheme of wond'rous excellence. 
'Twas an eſtabliſh'd article of old, 
Chief of the philoſophic creed, 
And does in natural productions hold, 
That from meer nothing, nothing could proceed: 
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Material ſubſtance never could have roſe, 
If ſome exiſtence had not been before, 

In wiſdom infinite, immenſe in power, 
Whate'er 1s made, a Maker muſt ſuppoſe, 

As an effect, a cauſe, that could produce it ſhows, 
Nature and art indeed have bounds aſsign'd, 
And only form to things, not being, give, 
That, from Omnipotence they muſt receive: 


PROVIDENCE, 
— 


Dip not th' Almighty, with immediate care, 
Dire& and govern this capacious All, | 
How ſoon would things into confuſion fall; 
Earthquakes the trembling ground would tear, 
And blazing comets rule the troubled air; 
Wide inundations with reſiſtleſs force 
The lower provinces o'erflow, 
In ſpite of all that human ſtrength could do, 
To ſtop a raging ſea's impetuous courſe : 
Murder and rapine ev'ry place would fill, 
And ſinking virtue ſtoop to proſp'rous ill; 
Devouring peſtilences rave, 
And all that part of nature which has breath, 
Deliver to the tyranny of death, 
And hurry to the dungeons of the grave, 
If watchful Providence were not concern'd to ſave. 
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Let the brave ſoldier ſpeak, who oft has been 
In dreadful ſieges, and fierce battles ſeen; 
How he's preſerv'd when bombs and bullets fly 
So thick, that ſcarce one inch of air is free ; 
And tho? he does ten thouſand ſee 
Fall at his feet, and in a moment die, 
Unhurt retreats, or gains unhurt the victory. 
Let the poor ſhip-wreck'd ſailor ſhow, 
To what inviſible protecting pow'r - 
He did his life and ſafety owe, 
When the loud ſtorm his well-built veſsel tore, 
And half a ſhatter'd plank convey'd him to the ſhore. 
Nay, let the ungrateful ſceptic tell us, how 
His tender infancy protection found, 
And helpleſs childhood was with ſafety crown'd, 
If he'll no Providence allow ? 
When he had nothing but his nurſe's arms 
To guard him from innumerable fatal harms ? 
From childhood, how to youth he ran 
Securely, and from thence to man ? 


JusTICE. 
—— 


ReJoice, ye ſons of piety, and ſing 
Loud hallelujahs to his glorious name, 
Who was and will for ever be the ſame: 
Your grateful incenſe to his temples bring, 
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That frody the fncebdog'altjes winhy'arkfe: 


Clouds of perfumes to the imperial ſkies, 
His promiſes ſtand firm to you, 
And endleſs joys will be beſtow'd, 

As ſure, as that there is a God, 


On all who virtue chuſe, and righteous paths purſue, 


Nor ſhould we more his menaces diſtruſt, 
For while he is a Deity, he muſt. 
(As infinitely good) be infinitely juſt. 


GOODNESS, 


— — — —— — 


Bur if there be one Attribute Divine, 
With greater luſtre than the reſt can ſhane, 
"Tis Goodneſs, which we ev'ry moment ſee 
The God-head exerciſe with ſuch delight, 
It ſeem, it only ſeems, to be 
The beſt belov'd perfection of the Deity, 
And more than infinite. 
Without that, he could never prove 
A proper object of our praiſe or love. 
Were he not good, he'd be no more concern'd 
To hear the wretched in affliction cry, 
Or ſee the guiltleſs for the guilty die, 
Than NERO, when the flaming city burn'd, 
And weeping ROMANS o'er its ruins mourn'd, 


Vi 
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To this good God, celeſtial Spirits pay, 

With exſtacy divine inceſsant praiſe, 
While on the glories of his face they gaze, 
In the bright regions of eternal day. 
To him each rational exiſtence here, 
Whoſe breaſt one ſpark of gratitude contains, 
In whom there are the leaſt remains 
Of piety or fear, 

His tribute brings of joyful ſacrifice, 
For pardon prays, and for protection flies: 
Nay, the inanimate creation give, 

By prompt obedience to his word, 

Inſtinftive honour to their Lord; 

And ſhame the thinking world, who in rebellion live. 
With heav'n and earth then, O my ſoul, unite, 
And the great God of both, adore, and bleſs, 

Who gives thee competence, content and peace, 
The only fountains of ſincere delight. 
That from the tranſitory joys below, 
Thou, by a happy exit, may'ſt remove 
To thoſe ineffable above: 
Which from the viſion of the Godhead flow, 
And neither end, decreaſe, nor interruption know. 
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THE GRATEFUL RE TURN. 


Anonymous. 


Tu watchful look, the tender anxious care, 
The ardent wiſh, the ſecret fervent pray'r; 


The previous thought, the fond foreboding fear, 


The hope that flatters, and the midnight, tear: 
Theſe, the kind debts parental fondneſs pays, 
From early infancy to lateſt days: | 
Reflect, lamenting CHILD! how often thou | 
Haſt caus'd a wrinkle on a mother's brow; _ 
And oh! how often, ere thou yet conld'ſt ſpeak, 
For thee was furrow'd the maternal cheek ; 
How many a ſigh, how many an anxious groan, 
Was paid for thee: Then, oh, reflect! and own, 
The ſmall return that is a parent's due 

Are tears of gratitude, at leaſt from you : 

The dear remembrance of ſo juſt a claim, 

Let me thus offer to that honour'd name; 

Oh! could my ſtrains but ſay how much I owe, 


And reach the raptures with which thine now glow, 


Then ſhould my ſong fulfil my heart's deſire, 
And burn, as thine does, with a SERAPH's fire. 


| 
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TO MEMORY. 


Anonymous. 
— 


Wurxx doſt thou, Memoxr, thy ſeat maintain? 
In what receſses of the brain, 
What corner of the mind ? 
Amazing faculty ! In vain we try, 
In vain our mental pow'rs apply, 
Without the aid which we receive from thee, 
How ſhort-liv'd would the pleaſures be 
Which moſt our fancy fire! 
Like bubbles floating on the ſilver ſtream, 
As tranſient as a midnight dream, 
As ſuddenly expire. 
Thy faithful records, long impreſs'd, retain 
The ſenſe of pleaſure and of pain, 
When pain or pleaſure's o'er: 
To thee, how many comforts do we owe 
Without thee, Love and Friendſhip, too, 
Would give delight no more. 
O, Pow'r Supreme! from whom alone mankind 
Derive this faculty of mind, 
Vouchſafe to hear my pray'r; 
All bad impreſsions from my breaſt remove, 
Nor aught but what Thou doſt approve 
« Be ever treaſur'd there. 


164 kn BOUQUET. + 


SONNET, *® 


By Mrs. Robinſon. 


Taz chilling gale that nipt the roſe, 

Now murm'ring ſinks to foft repoſe ; 
The ſhad'wy vapours fail away, 

Upon the ſilv'ry floods of day; 

Health breathes on every face I ſee, 

But, ah! ſhe breathes no more on me ! 


The woodbine wafts in odours meek 

To kiſs the roſe's glowing cheek ; | 
Pale Twilight ſheds her vagrant ſhow'rs 
To wake Aurora's infant flow'rs : 

May ſmiles on every face I ſee, 

But, ah ! ſhe ſmiles no more on me! 


Perchance, when youth's delicious bloom | 
Shall fade unheeded in the tomb, w 
Fate may direct a daughter's eye : 
To where my mould'ring reliques lie; 

And, touch'd by ſacred ſympathy, 

That eye may drop a tear from me! 
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Betray'd by love; of hope bereft ; 

No gentle gleam of comfort left; 

Bow'd by the hand of ſorrow low ; 

No pitying friend to weep my woe; 

Save her, who, ſpar'd by Heav'n's-decree, | 

Shall live to ſigh, and think on me! 


Oh! I would wander where no ray 

Breaks through the gloom of doubtful day, 
There would I court the wint'ry hour, 

The ling'ring dawn, the midnight ſhow'r; 

For cold and comfortleſs ſhall be . 
Each future ſcene—ordain'd for me ! 


— — 
— — 


A MORNING MEDITATION. 


Anonymous. Cn 
—— nrmn mmnmmmmmmmmmmmn— N 


Moxninc now reigns, how beautifully fair 

Is yonder lofty ſky, how cool the air. 

The ſons of Riot have not long repos'd 

Their giddy heads, ſcarce are their eye-lids clos'd: 
Unhappy men! flee Pleaſure's fatal ways, 

Virtue alone true happineſs can raiſe : | 
Reflect from whom you firſt.xeceiv*d your breath; 
Reflect upon your Saviour's precious death: 
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Such thoughts will turn you from the diſmal road 


And lead your ſouls to Wiſdom's bright abode. 
How lovely, how ſalubrious is the breeze, 
The zephyrs murm'ring thro? the lofty trees 


The glitt'ring dew-drops, eminently bright, 
With borrow'd luſtre, ſtrike my raviſh'd ſight 


Num'rous as theſe reſplendent tears of Morn, 
Will be the ſaints Meſsiah ſhall adorn 
With Glory's brilliant veſtments, when on High, 


Ihe laſt great morning crimſons'o'er the ſky. 


Hark | how the valleys, now reſponſive, ring 


With lambkins bleating near the chryſtal ſpring! 


The ſturdy oxen, from the verdant mead, 
Riſe lowing, while exalted over head 

The feather'd choir in various notes combine, 
To celebrate his praiſe who is divine : 

How chearfully they ſpring from ſpray to ſpray 
And with ſoft muſic uſher in the day : 

The tuneful lark is now aſcending high, 


With flutt'ring wings gay warbling in the ſky, 


Shall man be ſilent mid the gen' ral choir, 

Nor with concordant voice God's love admire ? 
Shall man profuſely ſpend his precious hours ? 
No l let him nerve his intellectual pow'rs, 
Nor on the couch of Eaſe, dull, dozing lie, 
While the bright ſun inflames the glorious ſky. 


Great Sun of Righteouſneſs beam forth on me! 


Behold my ardent eye, my ſuppliant knee! 


Ass 
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As Sol emerges from his briny bed, 

And rears ſublime his glory-circled head : 

So, in Life's blooming morning, would I riſe 
From Guilt's abyſs, and pant for yonder ſkies, 
Like his, when haſting to this noon-tide goal, 
May be the flaming fervour of my ſoul : 

Oh! grant this frame, in its meridian days, 
To ſhine ſurrounded with bright Virtue's blaze. 
Let my autumnal years ſerenely glide, 

Then may my ſphere of uſefulneſs be wide: 
Like the ſun's diſk, which (pleaſing to ſurvey) 
Gradual extends towards the cloſe of day. 
And as that orb forſakes alone theſe ſkies 
With renovated luſtre to ariſe : | 

So, let my hoary head go gently down, 

So let me riſe to an eternal crown. 


AN ODE ON WINTER. 
By a School- Boy. 


Now Autumn's purple ſcenes are fled, 
And wintry horrors ſway 
Reſiſtleſs o'er the ſallow mead, 


And ſadden all the day. 
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Domeſtic robins ſtrain their throats, 
Forget their native fear, 

And uſher in with penſive notes, . 
The bleak, the brumal year. 


\ 


of verdant honors trees bereft, 
A naked form retain, 
And not a golden ear is left 


To gild the dreary plain. 


No more the op'ning flow'rs perfume 
The dewy landſcape round, 

Nor o'er the valley's vary'd bloom 
The playful lambkins bound. 


But lo! the hoary morns return, 
And howling winds break forth, 
That o'er the mountains wildly roam, 

And thunder from the North, 


The ſea-now rolling to the ſkies 
Was ſcarcely heard to roar, 

But ſee the waves tumultuous riſe, 
And daſh the ſounding ſhore. | 


The hoſts of Heav'n in ſplendour bright „ 


Their beamy fires diſplay, 
Whene'er the piercing froſts of night 
Succeed the turpid day. 


VC 
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While wintry | defolations reign, 
Still chearful let me be, 

Still be my lot the rural plain, - 
With peace and liberty. 


Some humble roof, o'er which the ſtorm 
Its ſweeping courſe may bend ; 

Be mine the ſocial temper, warm 
To win and keep a friend. 


Bleſt is the rural ſage, thrice bleſt, 1 
With humble joys content, . 

Free from the cares the great moleſt, 
His mind on wiſdom bent, 


In reading o'er the learn'd and good 
His ſilent hours are paſt, 
Regardleſs of the rolling flood, 
Or loud hybernal blaſt. 


Their moral works his thoughts refine, 
Subdue each paſsion's ſtrife; 

And ſhew that VIX TVUE's charms divine 
Make all the bliſs of life. 


Thus poets ſhew'd, in days of yore, 
Her fair engaging form, 
And taught the ſoul that VI R TuE“s lore 


Defies each outward ſtorm. 
vor. 11. Y 
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ODE TO FELICITY, 


Anonymous. 
| — 
An l where, with ev'ry ſoothing charm array'd, 
Dwells the bright native of the bleſt abodes 


Felicity; ; where reigns the blooming maid, 
Parent of good | the joy of men and gods? 


Dwells ſhe where warmer ſuns illume the ſkies, 
Or where the ſnow-crown'd North erects his creſt} 
Vain is the ſearch beneath inclement ſkies, 
Vain in the climates of the gorgeous Eaſt! 


Dwells ſhe where glitt'ring domes to Heav'n aſpire? 
There have I courted oft the flying fair: 
Or does ſhe to the lonely cot retire ? 

How oft, how vainly have I ſought her there. 


Dwells ſhe with Knowledge? Wiſdom's vot'ries know 
What tedious taſks the weary hours employ : 

To Pleaſure's ſweets, to Trade the king of woe, 
And poiſon lurking in the cup of Joy. 


Dwells ſhe with Virtue? let Cleora tell, 


The ſtrict obſerver of her ſtern command: 
Joyleſs ſhe liv'd, and full of mis'ry fell, 
Unwept, unhpnour'd, in a foreign land! 
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Philander, weeping o'er his Laura's grave, | rt 
The ſame fad truth ſhall to the world relate; 
Philander, noble, gen'rous, juſt, and brave; 
Laura, deſerving of a better fate. 


He, in his early youth an exile driv'n 
Thro' many a danger terrible to thought, 

At length (myſterious are the ways of Heav'n) 
Return'd with riches to his Laura fraught. 


But who can paint the pangs which rent his breaſt 
When with heart-racking pains, and faded charms, 
By pining Sickneſs, and by Want oppreſs'd, 
The fair expir'd within his faithful arms 


The tears faſt-falling from his manly eye, 

Oh! you, he cry'd, who lighter ills deplore, 
Reflect on Laura, and ſuppreſs the ſigh, 

Think on Philander, and complain no more 


Thus wealth and wiſdom, Virtue's ſacred name, 
And each purſuit that erring mortals know, 

The meed of Knowledge, and the meed of Fame, 
Are vain to purchaſe happineſs below. 


Yet in this ſad, this gloomy vale of tears 
Imagination's pencil decks the ſcene, 

Each glowing form her gaudy liv'ry wears, 
Which gilds with many a dye, the ſweet ſerene. 


o _ 
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Hope urges on ; we eagerly purſue, 
But when we think the promis'd good to find, 
The dazzling landſcape fades upon the view, 
And leaves a loneſome, dreary waſte behind. 


For not on earth; ſo awful Heay'n ordains; 


For not on earth Felicity is found; 
In other climes, celeſtial ſeats, ſhe reigns, 
A ſtranger to this ſublunary bound. 


There ſmiling joys ſhall ſoothe the troubled breaſt, 
And wipe from Virtue's eye the'tear away ; 
There man alone ſhall be ſupremely bleſt, 
And taſte true bliſs * the realms of Day. 
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ON THE PROGRESS OF FRIENDSHIP 


Anonymous. 
— — 


Wursx the young ſoul from gentle love . 


Imbibes the kindling fire, 
The tender impulſe firſt we prove, 
That ſoftens in deſire: 


It adds new life to ev'ry charm, 
And bids new paſsions riſe; 
Diſplays itſelf thro all the forms, 
And hurſts into the eyes. 
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In vain we try each nicer art, 
And ev'ry wiſh reſtrain ; 
It madly gads around the heart, 
And tingles in the vein, 


This the firſt blaze that Fancy gives, 
As caught from Rapture's beam, 

Then to maturer judgment lives, 
And ripens in eſteem. 


Thus we improve on ev'ry grace, - 
Thus find Perfection's ſtore ; 


Till we admire the mind and face 
We only lov'd before. 


The fickle joy that Love beſtows, 
And tumults of Deſire, 

Now from reſulting Reaſon flows, 
Which tempers Paſsion's fire— 


Then, like the gold refin'd from droſs, 
Its baſe all burnt away ; 

Eſteem brings forth its richeſt gloſs, 
And ſhines in Friendſhip's ray. 


Nor can Diſtreſs, all drown'd in tears, 
With all her weight of woe; 
Inverted Hope with all her fears, 
The heart of Friendſhip Know : 
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While mutual wiſh, and tender en + 
With ſympathizing ſigh; N of 
Forbids the haggard fell Deſpair | 1 
To darken Friendſhip's eye. 
— ——— —— — — — —d | ] 


/ RURAL HAPPINESS. AN ELEGY. 


Anonymous. 
— •2—— —-—-—⁊ 


How deeply blue th' zthereal ſpace, | 
With burning ſtars enamell'd o'er! | 

The ſnow-clad hills on Night's grim face 
A pale and dreadful luſtre pour, 


Welcome, ſad ſeaſon of the year, Z 
And midnight ſtern, and howling wind | 
Horrors that fright the wolf and bear 
Serve but to ſoothe my wilder mind. mY 


On this rude cliff*s tremendous brow 
Ne'er touch'd by roſy-finger'd Spring, 

Where never ſwain was heard to blow 2 
The warbling reed, or bird to ſing, N 


I ſtand ; around, in proſpect wide 
The ſubject mead and foreſts lie, 

-And rivers, that forget to glide, 

Reflecting bright th' inverted ſky; 
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And mingled cottages appear, | 

Where Sleep his genuine dew beſtows; 
And young Content, a cherub fair, 
Still ſmooths the pillow of Repoſe. 


Here Peace, and heav*n-born Virtue reign 
 UnrivalPd: on the margin green 

Of curling rill, in grove, or plain, 

The ſmiling pair are ever ſeen. 


Before the luſtre of their eyes 
(As ſhades before the morning ray) 
Each ſoul-diſtemp' ring paſsion flies, 
To crowded halls, and cities gay. 


Av'rice, with fancy'd woes forlorn, 
Meagre his look, and mantle rude; 

And blear-ey'd Envy, inly torn 

By the fell worm that drinks his blood, 


Miſtaken Jealouſy, that weeps 
O'er the pale corſe himſelf has gor'd; 


And dire Revenge, that never ſleeps, 
Still calls for blood, ſtill ſhakes the ſword. 


Reſtleſs Ambition, ſtalking o'er | 
TY affrighted globe: whene'er he frowns, 

Subverted monarchies deplore 

Their ſlaughter'd kings, and blazing towns. 


— 
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Loud Diſcontent, al dumb Deſpair; 
Suſpicion glancing oft behind; 

And lighted Love, with frantic air, 
Blaſpheming Heav'n and ſtars unkind. 


Thrice happy ſwains ! your ſilent hours 
Theſe midnight furies ne'er moleſt; 
Furies, that climb the loftieſt tow'rs, 


And rend the gorgeous ſultan's breaſt, 


Sleep on, bleſt innocents, ſecure l— 


Soon will the wintry ſtorms be flown ? 


Soon comes the ſpring-tide, breathing pure, 


And ſummer ſuns are all your own. 


+ 
F ” 


ON THE RISING OF A LARK. 


Anonymous, 
— —— 


A rxerTy warbler from the ſpray, 


Mounted aloft the other day, 
Upon the pinions of of its wing, 
Pleas'd I fat down to hear it ſing. 


Quick as a thought it ſoar'd on high, 


As if it meant to reach the ſky ; 


It ſwell'd its throat—I heard it ſing 
The praiſes of its Ged and King. 
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When, having ſpent its little all, 
Like to a ſtone it ſeem'd to fall; 
Perhaps with wearineſs depreſt, 

Or meet the partner of its breaſt. 


Their tufted heads, with plumage crown'd, 4 
Pick'd up the inſects from the ground, F 
Well pleas'd, as with their homely food, * 
Gave God the praiſe, and call'd it good. 


Theſe pretty warblers from the ſpray, 
Sung anthems round their houſe of clay; 
With mutual love and friendly chat, 
Quite ſocial o'er the ground they ſquat. 


— 
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This happy pair a leſson taught; 

I never prais'd thee as I ought, 

How little do T live above, 

How ſeldom praiſe the God of love. 


How do I cling unto the earth, 

Leſs conſcious of my heavenly birth; 
Which makes me grovel in the dark, | 
And feed on inſects like the lark. 


Lord give a well-informed mind, 
That I may learn to be reſign'd, 
And, like a bird upon the ſpray, 
Be joyful in this houſe of clay. 
VOL, 11, * 
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Contentment is a jewel bright, | Her 
To ſee, whatever is, is right 1 A 
This language through my ſoul diffuſe, | But 
Thou can'ſt not err, nor may I chuſe. 7 
Then ſhould'ſt thou, Lord, thy right diſplay, She 
And bid me quit this houſe of clay, ] 
Accent it with the voice of love, Wi 
Then, like the lark, I'll ſoar above. 4 
1 — — | - I « ( 

| | ( 

THE PARTRIDGES. AN ELEGY. * 


| 5 Mr. Pratt. | 
| — — 
Hap by yon copſe that ſkirts the flow'ry vale, 
. As late I walk'd to taſte the evening breeze, 
A plaintive murmur mingled in the gale, 
And notes of ſorrow echo'd thro? the trees: 


Touch'd by the penſive ſound, I nearer drew; 
But my rude ſteps increas'd the cauſe of pain; 

Soon o'er my head the whirling partridge fleu, 
Alarm'd, and with her flew an ih fant train. 


But ſſrort th? excurſion for, unus'd to play, 
\ Feebly the unfledg'd wings th' eſsay could make; 
The parent, ſhelter'd by the cloſing day, 
Lodg'd her lov'd covey in a neighb'ring brake. 
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Her cradling pinions there ſhe amply ſpredd. 
And huſh'd th' affrighted family to reſt ; 
But (till the late alarm ſuggeſted dread, 
As cloſer to their feath*ry friend they preſt, 


She, wretched parent, doom'd to various woe, 
Felt all a mother's hope, a mother's fear, 

With grief foreſaw the dawn's impending blow, 
And, to avert it, thus preferr'd her pray'r : 


0 Thoul who even the ſparrow doſt befriend, 
© Whoſe providence protects the harmleſs wren, 
© Thou God of birds! theſe innocents defend 


From the vile ſports of unrelenting men. 


© For ſoon as dawn ſhall dapple yonder ſkies, 
The ſlaughtering gunner with the tube of fate, 

While the dire dog the faithleſs ſtubble tries, 
shall perſecute our tribe with annval hate, | 


O may the ſun, unfann'd by cooling gale, 

© Parch with unwonted heat th' undewy ground ; 
So ſhall the pointer's wonted cunning fail, 

* So ſhall the ſportſman leave my babes unfound. 


Then may I fearleſs guide them to the mead,. 


Then may I ſee with joy their plumage grow, 
« Then may I ſee (fond thought!) their future mn 
* And every tranſport of a parent know, 


= Oft have you my Lucy ſeen ! 


nner. | 


But if ſonie victim mult endure the . is 
And fate marks out that victim from uh race, 

« Strike, ſtrike the leaden vengeance thro? this heart; 
« Spare, ſpare my babes, and I'll the death embrace 1” 


MONODY ON THE DEATH OF HIS Lapr. 


By Lord Lyttleton., 
— — — 


Ar length eſcap'd from every human eye, 
From every duty, every care, | | 
That in my mournful thoughts might cli a date 
Or force my tears their flowing ſtream to dry; 
Beneath the gloom of this embowering ſhade, 
This lone retreat for tender ſorrow made, 
I now may give my burden'd heart relief, 
And pour forth all my ſtores of grief; + 
Of grief ſurpaſsing every other woe, 
Far as the pureſt bliſs, the happieſt love 
Can on th' enobled mind beſtow, 7 
Exceeds the vulgar j joys that move | 
Our groſs deſires, inelegant and low. | ET AO 


4 


Ye tufted groves, ye gently-falling rills, 
Ye high, o' erſnadowing hills, v7 
Ye lawns gay-ſmiling with eternal green, 


r 


But never ſhall you now behold her more: 


We 
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Nor will ſhe now with fond delight, | #5 
And taſte refin'd, your rural charms explore. 
Clos'd are thoſe beauteous eyes in endleſs night, 
Thoſe beauteous eyes, where beaming us'd'to ſhine 
Reaſon's pure light, and Virtue's ſpark divine. 


Oft would the Dryads of theſe woods rejoice, 
To hear her heavenly voice; 

For her deſpiſing, when ſhe deign'd to ling, 
The ſweeteſt ſongſters of the ſpring : 

The woodlark and the linnet pleagd no more; 
The nightingale was mute, ; 
And every ſhepherds flute 
Was caſt in ſilent ſcorn away, | 
While all attended to her ſweeter lay. 

Ye larks and linnets, now reſume your ſong : 
And thou, mellious Philomel, 
Again thy plaintive.ſtory tell; 
For Death has-ſtopp'd that tuneful tongue, 
Whoſe muſic could alone your warbling notes excel. 


In vain I look round 570 
O'er all the well-known ground, 
My Lucy's wonted footſteps to deſcry ; 
Where oft we us'd to walk; 
. Where oft-in tender talk 
We ſaw the ſummer ſun go down the ſky; 
Nor by yon fountain's ſide, 


Nor where its waters glide 
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Alia the valdey, nar Sofas; 


In all the wide-ſtretch'd. R 
No more my mournful eye b 


. Can aught of her eſpy, 
But the ſad ſacred earth where her dear reicks lie. 


o ſhades of Hagley where is now your boaſt 
Your bright inhabitant is loſt, | 
You ſhe prefer'd to all the gay reſorts 
Where female vanity might wiſh to ſhine, 
The pomp of cities, and the pride of courts. 
Her modeſt beauties, ſhunn'd the * * 
To your ſequeſter'd dales 
And flower embroider'd vales, | 
From an admiring world ſhe choſe to fly. 
With nature there retir'd, and Nature's God, 
The ſilent paths of wiſdom trod, | 
And baniſh'd every paſsion from her breaſt ; 
But thoſe the gentleſt and the bet, 
Whoſe holy flames with energy divine 
The virtuous heart enliven and improve, 
The conjugal and the maternal love. 


Sweet babes who, like the little playful fawns, 
Were wont to trip along thoſe verdant —_ 
. By your delighted mother's fide, 
Who now your infant ſteps ſhall guide ? 

Ah! where is now the hand, whoſe tender care 
To every virtue would have form'd your youth, 


— 
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" Aud ee ů—ů— the thorny ways of truth 
O loſs beyond repair | 
O wretched father; left alone, 
To weep their dire misfortune, andy oval,” 
How ſhall thy weaken'd mind, oppreſs'd with wae, 
And drooping o'er thy Lucy's grave, 
Perform the duties, that you doubly owe! 
Now ſhe, alas! is gone, 
From folly and from vice their helpleſs age to ſave t 


Where were ye, Muſes, when relentleſs Fate 
From theſe fond arms your fair diſciple tore; 
From theſe fond arms, that vainly ſtrove, 
With hapleſs, ineffectual love, 
To guard her boſom from the mortal blow : 
Could not your favouring power, Aonian maids, 
Could not, alas ! your power prolong her date; 
For whom ſo oft, in theſe inſpiring ſhades, 
Or under Camden's moſs-clad mountains hoar, 
You open'd all your ſacred ſtore; 
Whate'er your ancient ſages taught, 
Your ancient bards ſublimely thought, 


And bade her raptur'd breaſt with all your ſpirit glow > | 


Nor then did Pindus or Caſtalia's plain, 
Or Aganippe's fount, your ſteps detain, - 
Nor in the Theſpian vallies did you play; 
Nor then on Mincio's bank 
Beſet with oſiers dank, 


0 


= Ah! what is now the uſe 


Nor where 2 ce ram, 
Nor where through mne 
Steep Anio pours his floods, | 
Nor yet where Meles or Iliſsus fray . 
IIl does it now beſeem, | [ 
That of your guardian care bereft. 
To dire diſeaſe and death your darling * be Ws 


Now what avails it, that in early Owe 
When light fantaſtic toys, 
Are all her ſex's joys 

With you ſhe ſearch'd the wit of Greece and Rome; | 
And all that in her latterdays, 
To emulate her ancient praiſe, 

Italia's happy genius could produce; 
Or what the Gallic fire | 
Bright ſparkling could inſpire, 

By all the Graces temper'd and refin'd ; 
Or what in Britain's iſle, 
Moſt favour'd with your ſmile, 

The powers of Reaſon and of Fancy join'd 
To full perfection have conſpired to raiſe; 


Of all theſe treaſures that enrich'd her mind, 

| To black Oblivion's gloom for ever now conſign'd! 
At leaſt, ye Nine, her ſpotleſs name 
Tis your's from death to ſave, _,. 
And in the temple of immortal Fame | 

With golden characters her worth engrave. 

Come, then, ye virgin ſiſters, come, 
And ſtrew with choiceſt lowers her hallow'd tomb; | 
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With accents ſweet and ſad. 
Thou plaintive Muſe, whom o'er. his Laure urn 
Unhappy Petrarch —— end Au 
O come, and to this fairer Laura pay yl 
A more impaſsion d tear, a more pathetic lay! 


Tell how och bauen of bareniod and 
Was brighten'd. by ſome ſweet nee 
How eloquent in every look 
Throꝰ her expreſsive eyes her ſoul diſtinctiy ſpoke ! 
Tell how her manners, by the world refin'd, 
Left all the taint of modiſh vice behind, 
And made each charm of poliſh'd courts agree 
With candid Truth's ſimplicity, 
And uncorrupted Innocence! 
Tell how to more than manly ſenſe 
She join'd the ſoftening influence 
Of more than female tenderneſs : 
How in the thoughtleſs days of wealth and joy, 
Which oft the care of others good deſtroy, 
Her kindly-melting heart 
To every want, and every woe, 
To Guilt itſelf when in diſtreſs, 
The balm of pity would impart, : 
And all relief that bounty could beſtow ! 
Een for the kid or lamb, that pour'd its life 
Beneath the bloody knife, 
Her gentle tears would fall; 
Tears from ſweet Virtue's ſource, benevolent to all. 
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Not only good and'kind,” | 7 oe 1 f 


But ſtrong and elevated was ern yes | Th 
A ſpirit that with noble pride From 
Could look ſuperior down 1154 wail On 
On Fortune's ſmile or frown; A. br, \ With 
That could, without regret or pain, T! 

To Virtue's loweſt duties ſacrifice 

Or Intereſt or Ambition's higheſt prize; A 
That, injur'd or. offended, never tried / Ci 
Its dignity, by vengeance; to maintain, The 

But by magnanimous diſdain, ' | 

A wit that, temperately bright, | A 

With inoffenſive light ' 

All pleaſing ſhone; nor ever paſt | 7 

The decent bounds that Wiſdom's ſober hand, 

And ſweet Benevolence's mild command, c 
And baſnful Modeſty, before it caſt. : 
A prudence undeceiving, undeceiv'd, 

That nor too little nor too much believ'd; W 
That ſcorn'd unjuſt Suſpicion's coward fear, 

And, without weakneſs, knew to be ſincere. 

Such Lucy was, when in her faireſt days 

Amidiſt th' acclaim of univerſal praiſe, . 


In Life's and Glory's freſheſt bloom, 
Death came remorſetels on, and ſunk her to the, tomb. 


So, where the ſilent ſtreams of Liris glide, 
In the ſoft boſom of Campania's vale, 
When now the wint'ry tempeſts all are fled, 
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And genial Summer breathes her gentle. gale, 

The verdant orange lifts its beauteous head ; 
From every branch the balmy flowerets riſe,. 

On every bough the golden fruits are ſeen; 
With odours ſweet it fills the ſmiling ſkies, 1 
The wood-nymphs tend it, and the Idalian queen: 

But in the midſt of all its blooming pride, 

A ſudden blaſt from Apennius blows 


Cold with perpetual ſnows; 
The tender blighted plant ſhrinks upits leaves, and | dies, 


Ariſe, O Petrarch1 from th' Elyſian bowers, | 
With never-fading myrtles twin'd, 
And fragrant with ambroſial flowers, 
Where to thy Laura thou again art join'd ; 
Ariſe, and hither bring the ſilver lyre, 
Tun'd by the ſkilful hand, 
To the ſoft notes of elegant deſire, 
With which o'er many a land 
Was ſpread the fame of thy diſaſtrous love; 
To me reſign the vocal ſhell, 
And teach my ſorrows to relate 
Their melancholy tale ſo well, 
As may Cen things inanimate, 
Rough mountain oaks, and deſart rocks, to pity move, 


What were, alas! thy woes compar'd to mine ? 
To thee thy miſtreſs in the bliſsful band 
Of Hymen never gave her hand ; 

The joys of wedded love were never thine, 
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In thy domeſtic care 
She never bore a ſhare, 
Nor with endearing art 
Would heal thy wounded heart 
Of every ſecret grief that felter'd there 
Nor did her fond affection on the bed 
Of ſickneſs watch thee, and thy languid head 
Whole nights on her unwearied arm ſuſtain, 
And charm away the ſenſe of pain: 
Nor did ſhe crown your mutual flame 
With pledges dear, and with a father's tender name. 
© beſt of wives! Oh! dearer far to me 
Than when thy virgin charms 
Were yielded to my arms; 
How can my ſoul endure the loſs of thee ? 
How in the world, to me a deſart grown, 
Abandon'd and alone 
Without my Tweet companion can I ive | ? 
Without thy lovely ſmile, 
The dear reward of every virtuous toil, 
What pleaſures now can pall'd Ambition give ? 
E'en the delightful ſenſe of well-carn'd praiſe, 
Unſhar'd by thee, no more ya lifeleſs 1 could raiſe, 


For my diſtracted mind 
What ſuccour can I find; 
On whom for conſolation ſhall I call? 


on me, every friend; 3 
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To bear the weight of this oppreſsive woe. | 
Alas l each friend of mine, : 
My dear departed love, ſo much was thine, 
That none has any comfort to beſtow. 
My books, the beſt relief 14 n FA 
In every other grief, | 
Are now with your idea ſadden'd all : 
Each favourite author we together read 
My tortur'd memory wounds, and ſpeaks of Lucy dead. 
We were the happieſt pair of humankind : 
The rolling year its various courſe perform'd, 
And back return'd again 
Another, and another ſmiling c4me, 
And ſaw our happineſs unchang'd remain. 
Still in her golden chain 
Harmonious Concord did our wiſhes bind: 
Our ſtudies, pleaſures, taſte the ſame. 
O fatal, fatal ſtroke ! 
That all this pleaſing fabric Love haf raiv'd / 
Of rare felicity, 
On which ev'n wanton Vice with envy gaz d, 
And every ſcheme of bliſs our hearts had form'd, 
With ſoothing hope for many a future day, | 


Yet, O my ſoul! thy riſing murmurs ſtay ; 
Nor dare th all-wiſe Diſpoſer to arraign, 
Or againſt his ſupreme decree 
With impious grief complain. 


In one ſad moment broke WM 


-» — — - = 


That all u thy f full-blown dane at once ſhould fade, 
Was his moſt righteous will—and be that will obey'd. 
Would thy fond love his grace to her controul 
And, in theſe low abodes of ſin and bein, 
Her pure exalted ſoul þi 
Unjuſtly, for thy partial good, detain ? 
No! rather ſtrive thy groveling mind to raiſe 
Up to that unclouded blaze, _ 
That heavenly radiance of extend light, 
In which enthron'd ſhe now with pity ſees 
How frail, how inſecure, how flight, 
Is every mortal bliſs ; 1 
Een Love itſelf, if riſing by degrees, 
Beyond the bounds of this imperfect ſtate, 
Whoſe fleeting joys ſo ſoon muſt end, 
It does not to its ſovereign good aſcend, 
Riſe, then, my ſoul, with hope elate, 
And ſeek thoſe regions of ſerene delight, 
Whoſe peaceful path, and ever-open gate, 
No feet but thoſe of harden'd Guilt ſhall miſs : 
There Death himſelf thy Lucy ſhall reſtore; 
| There yield up all his power ne'er to divide you more. 
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INSCRIPTION FOR AN HERMITAGE. 
By the Rev. V. V. Carr. 


STRANGER where, ſo thoughtleſs, by 
Do thy erring footſteps ſtray? 
Stop, and turn thy curious eye 
From yon dazzling dome away. 


And cool, within this glimmering ſhade, 
This Hermit's haunted ſcenes, retire, 
And mark the roof with oſiers laid, 
And pure, his peaceful paths admire. 


And ſtoop beneath his humble door, 
And view his walls with ivy ſpread, 
Moſs-grown bench, and graſsy floor, 
Hairy gown, and wicker bed. | 


Nor his frugal meal deſpiſe, 

Nor his cup with health that flows, 
Beard, from age of hoary ſize, | 
Age, that Wildom's wealth beſtows. 13.1 


Taſte the draught my thirſt relieves, 4} | 
Eat the wholeſome food I bring, 14 

Honied cake of oaten ſheaves, 1 
Balmy fruits, and nectar'd ſpring. E IT 
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4s You that ſwim with ſparkling wine 
In yon echoing hall may tell. 
How its luſcious baits incline, 
| What, the pang its charms conceal, 


Folly's wit, and Reaſon's war, 

Stain the hours in mirth that roll; 
Taſte the diſh theſe hands prepare, 
Sip with me the ſimple bowl. 


Taſte, nor thus thy momeats loſe, 
From the giddy rout'remove, - ./ 
Taſte, and let thy prudence chooſe. 

Paths, her cleareſt rules approve. 


Shun the ſlaves of Pleaſure, ſhun, 
Fluttering Life's fantaſtic crew, 
Round in glittering tribes they run, 
Faſhion leads, and fools purſue. 


Stranger, ceaſe, thoſe toils forbear, 
Wealth, and all its cares reſign, 
Fame renounce, but fruitleſs are 
Mimic buſt, and marble ſhrine. 


Nor vain yon lonely Halcyon deem, 
Though gold her azure plumes adorn, 
She loves this dark ſequeſter'd ſtream, 
Nor finds thoſe favourite haunts forlorn. 


( 
] 
| 
| 
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And ſoft thoſe bow'rs in ſilence trace, & 
And hear the midnight -warbler's ſong; © 

She hides in ſhades her bluſhing face, 

She flies the noonday's babbling throng 


And turn, and ſtoop within my door; 


Taper light, and napkin clean, 


Croſs, and ſaint, and Virgin pure, 


On my turf- built altar ſeen; 


Cup of life, and rapture high, - 


Books, and faſt, that Vice controul, 


Kiſs, and beads, and holy ſigh, 
Are the feaſt that feeds my ſoul. 


Stranger, proud, regardleſs, where 


Do thy erring footſteps fly ? 
Stop, and kneel in humble pray'r, 
Live like me, and learn to die. 


D 
EFACULATION IN A STORMY NIGHT. 


Anonymous. 


O Act inceſsant! O eternal light] 


Nothing is hid from thy all- piercing ſight, 


Frail beings wel by labours daily preſt, 
Muſt ſoon decay; if not reliev'd by reſt. 
WY 
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| The night, the day, alternately ſucceed, 
That weary mortals may from toil be freed. + 

Night's humid ſhade has now O'ercaſt the ſkies, 

And lulPd in balmy fleep tir'd Nature lies. 

With thee no night, nor, Death's ſoft image, ſleep, 

Thine eye does one eternal vigil keep. . 

Peſt,/dark aſsaſsin, meſsenger of Fate, 

With troops of pois'nous ills, that on her wait, 

Nor ſcape thy notice, nor unbidden wound ; 

O IfraePs guardian, keep thy ſuppliant ſound, 

Darkling I pray, that when the day's begun, 

Refreſh'd I may my courſe with vigour run. 

Life let me number, not by years, but uſe! 

To ſerve thee faithful is the life I'd chuſe. 


ON A CAT SLEEPING IN CHAPEL. 


Ey the Rev. Richard Woodeſon. 
—— — ä —-— 


Tas gentlefolk all gone from home, 
Fine doings ſure in ſuch a caſe ! 

Puſs then at liberty may roam, 
Unaw'd from place to place: 


May ſport the China jars among, 

On damafk. bed or toillette, 

And fears much leſs than Betty's tongue, 
Her playful paw may ſpoil it. 
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Such was the time, ſhe knew not Why, | 
Puſs to the chapel ſtray'd; b 
And, in the cloſet mounted high, | Bd 
The folk below ſurvey d. | 


With pleaſure ſhe the place beheld, 
And, all things to her mind, 

The cuſhion, that ſo charming ſwell'd, 
She lik'd ;—and ſo reclin'd, 


And now demure ſhe ſeems methinks 
Like any judge in furs; 

And now myſteriouſly winks, 
Or ſtately ſits, and purs. 


Then riſing gapes, and yawns, and ſtretches; 
Or to compoſe her liſtleſs pain, 

Regardleſs what the parſon preaches, 
She ſtretches, yawns, and ſleeps again. 


Yet gentle puſs one moment wake, 
One tranſient look beſtow, 

And ſee how too your betters take, 
Like you, their nap below. 

\ 

— — — 

ODE TO THE GLOW-WORM. 
By Peter Pindar, Eſq. 


Bricur ſtranger, welcome to my field, 1 
Here feed in ſafety, here thy radiance yield; 
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To me, O nightly be thy ſplendor giv'n : | | 

Oh, could a wiſh of mine the ſkies command, 

How would I gem thy leaf with lib'ral hand, 
Win every ſweeteſt dew of heav'n 1 * 


8 doſt thou kindly light the Fairy train, 
Amijdſt their gambols on the ſtilly plain, 
Hanging thy lamp upon the moiſten'd blade? 
. What lamp ſo fit, ſo pure as thine, 
Amidſt the gentle elfin band to ſhine, 
And chace the horrors of the midnight ſhade ! 


8 | 
Oh! may no feather'd foe diſturb thy bow'r, 
And with barbarian beak thy life devour : 
Oh ! may no ruthleſs torrent of the ſky, 
O'erwhelming, force thee from thy dewy ſeat; 
Nor tempeſts tear thee from thy green retreat, 
And bid thee *midſt the humming myriads die 


QUEEN of the inſe& world, what leaves delight! 
Of ſuch theſe willing hands a bow'r ſhall form, 


To guard thee from the ruſhing rains of night, 


And hide thee from the wild wing of the ſtorm, 


Sweet child of Stillneſs, *midſt the awful calm 
Of pauſing Nature thou art pleas'd to dwell ; 
In happy ſilence to enjoy thy balm, 
And. ſhed through life a luſtre round thy cell. 


How diff rent man, the imp of noiſe and ſtrife, 


Who courts the ſtorm that tears and darkens life; 


1 


Bleſt when the e passion wid 4 the ſoul invade! ' 
How nobler far to bid thoſe whirlwinds ceaſe; 
To taſte, like thee, the luxury of peace, 
And thine in ſolitude and ſhade! + + 
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AN AUTUMNAL HYMN. _ 
Zy an Oxonian. | 


GREAT God! at whoſe all pow'rful call 
At firſt aroſe this beauteous frame, 

Thou bidſt the ſeaſons change, and all 
The changing ſeaſons ſpeak thy name 


| 
' 
| 


Thy bounty bids the infant-year, 
From winter-ſtorms recover'd, riſe; 
When thouſand grateful ſcenes appear, 
Freſh-opening to our wond'ring eyes. 


O how delightful 'tis to ſee, 
The earth in vernal beauty dreſt! 
While in each herb, and flow'r, and tree, 
Thy blooming glories ſhine confeſt ! 


Aloft, full-beaming, reigns the ſun, 
And light and genial heat conveys ; 

And while he leads the ſeaſons on, 

From thee derives his quick'ning rays! 
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Around us, from the teeming field, ; 
Springs the rich grain, or purpled due 
At thy command they riſe ta yield | 

The ſtrength' ning bread, or chearing wine. 


7 Wide-ſpreading o'er the furrow'd land, 
/The thick-ſown troops their banners wave, 
Ripe for the fickle nodding ſtand, © 
And the bold reaper ach brave.— 


0 
k 
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Obſequious to the expected all, | | 
Well-arm'd proceed the rural train ; | 
The bearded hoſts by thoufands fall, 
And lovely havock ſtrews the plain 


Nor leſs the vineyard than the field 
With thy autumnal bounty ſtor'd; 

The loaded boughs their tribute yield 
To fill the caſk—or grace the board. 


Indulgent God! from every part 

Thy plenteous bleſsings largely flow: 
We ſee we taſte - let every heart 

With grateful love and duty glow! 


So may thy conſtant Providence 
Bleſs Albion's fields with growing ſtore, 
Till heav'n's eternal ſpring commence, 
And earthly harweſts riſe no more. 
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ON THE CREATOR. 
By Sir Richard Blackmore. | 4 


SINCE thou didſt all the ſpacious worlds diſplay, 

Homage to thee let all obedient pay. 

Let glitt'ring ſtars, that dance their deſtin'd ring 

Sublime in ſky, with vocal planets ſing 

Confed”rate praiſe to thee, O great Creator king. 

Let the thin diſtrifts of the waving air, 

Conveyancers of ſound, thy ſkill declare. 

Let winds, the breathing creatures of the ſkies, 
Call in each vig'rous gale, that roving flies 

By land or ſea, then one loud triumph raiſe, 

And all their blaſts employ in ſongs of praiſe. 


4 
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While painted herald- birds thy deeds proclaim, 
And on their ſpreading y convey thy fame; 
Let eagles, which in heav'n's blue concave ſoar, 
Scornful of earth ſuperior ſeats explore, 

And riſe with breaſts erect againſt the ſun, 
Be miniſters to bear thy bright renown, 
And carry ardent praiſes to thy throne. 


Ye fiſh aſsume a voice, with praiſes fill 
The hollow rock, and loud re- active hill. 
Let lions with their roar their thanks expreſs, - 
With acclamations ſhake the wilderneſs. 
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Let thunder clouds, that float from pole to pole, 
With falvos loud ſalute thee, as they roll. 
Ye monſters of the ſea, ye noiſy waves, 
Strike with applauſe the re · percuſsive caves. 


%% 


Let hail and rain, let meteors form'd of fire 


And lambent flames, in this bleſt work conſpire. * 


Let the high cedar and the mountain'pine 
Lowly to thee, Great King, their heads incline. 
Let ev'ry ſpicy odoriferous tree | 
Preſent-its incenſe, and its balm to thee. 


And thou, Heav'ns viceroy oer this wack below, 


In this bleſt taſk ſuperior ardour ſhow : 
To view thyſelf inflict thy reaſon's ray, 
Tranſported Nature's theatre ſurvey. 
Then all on fire the author's ſkill adore, % 
And in loud ſongs extol creating pow'r. 


Degenerate minds in 1 mazy error loſt 


May combat heav'n, and impious triumphs boaſt z - 


But while my veins feel animating fires, 
And vital air my breathing breaſt inſpires, . 
Grateful to heav'n I'll ſtretch a pious wing, 


8 


And ſing his praiſe, who gave me pow'r to ling. ' 


